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THE CORSICANS. 


ATT 1: 
Hall in the Gothic fiyle, hung with huge 


fumily portraits. 


SCENE I. 


OrTTILIA alone [knitting a clila's rocking, her 
forrowful lock fixed on the fillure of a 


| young Officer ]. 


Tnou ſmileſt ſo friendly on me—art thou 
fill emong the living, my ſweet Fiancis?— 
Siebe, wifes ber exes, and continues knitting ; 
then drops her hanas on ber knees, and again 
latt up to the picture.] That is the very look 
wh which the u didſt conquer my jcart. So 
ſerenely thou didſt ſmile un the mor ina of our 
redding-(ov ; To thou wilt ſmile at 1! v return 
in a tone of melancholy. } WT ih wrevo nt? 
Oh [During this ſoliloguy a ſrrvnt keeps 
bung to ard fre, lays the breakjujt clath, and 
eres breakfaſt ]. 
 Jwal 


Ott 
2 Madam! 
Ott. Didn't you alſo hear the firing lafl 
tight ? 
derv. No, Madam ! [A pauſe, during which 
fle arrange the tes things.] 
Nee. 
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Ott. Did you hear nothing? 
Serv. Nothing. 
Ott. At a diſtance, I mean—towards the 
Danube - immediately after midnight—it was a 
heavy cannonace. 
Serv. May be. When I am aflcep, were 
a cannon fired at my ear I ſhould not hear 
it. [Exit. 
Ott. They were all faſt aſleep; love alone 
was awake in my lonely chamber—the diſtam 
thunder purſucd only me. 


SCENE u. 


Enter NATALIA. 


Nat. Good morrow, dear ſiſter! Have the 
larks rouſod you, or you the larks ? 

Ott. Oh, dear Natalia! Did you hear no- 
thing cither ? 

Nat. Hear what ? 

Ott. The firing till towards morning. 

Nat. Where? 

Ott. 1 don't know. Dov nwards along the 


Danube, or on the other ſide of it. Shot 
uſter ſhot. 


Nat. Well. 

Ott. Francis is vuor brother, and you can 
aſk ſuch a queſtion ! 

Nat. But firing is nothing extraordinary in 
this countrv. The cuckoo is no more the har- 
binger of ſpring with us; it is cow uſhered in 
by the roar of cannon. 

Ott. I am ſure, Francis was in the engage» 
ment. 

Nat. Very lil.cly. And if ſo, he has again 
bravely feught, ruſhed on ſabre in hand. Prince 


Eugene 
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has witneſſed his deeds, admired and 

romote d him. ; 

Ott. And if his courage has carried him tov 
the if he is dead— 
asa f Nat. Nonſenſe! Aſk the old butler: when 
ay one of our noble family dies, his portrant 
trops from the wall the night before. And 
bol ee; there is Francis hanging as beforc. 

On. Don't take it amils, ſiſter; but your 
ſt is unſcaſonabic. 

Nat. The ſame as your ſighs. But let's 
alk of ſomething elſc. Has Roſina 
Ott. Suppoſe he is only wounded, or tuken 

iſoner? 

Nat. He'il never ſuFer that. None but 
Ottilia could fetter ſuch a hot-headed ſpark. 
Now tell me, has Roſina been here ? 
the Ott. 1 had a horrid, fleepleſs night. Every 

of the cannon penetrated to my heart. 
| buried my head under the piliow, yet the 
found of the bullets ſeemed to whiſtle in mv 
ears. I ſhut my eyes, and ſaw the flaſhing of 
fabres. I roſe and opened the window towards 
the garden. I liſtened to hear the mightingale's 
ſwect lays ; but heard only the thunder of artil- 
kry, and ſhrunk back. — Oln! pertaps that 
very report was the hai binger of the death of 
my Francis. 

Nat. Both hope and fear ſpurn at reſicaint, 
when led on by the hand of love. 

Ott. My lotle boy ſlumbered ſwectiy: but 
r- my anguiſh ſteeled my heart againſt every ſen- 
in ment of feeling, and compelled me to wake 

him. I wanted one creature at leaſt to be 
e {| wake near me. I took him up, and ſhook 
him, thinking he would cry. God hear his cries, 
in ad proted his father! But the little infant was 
> | drowſy, that he could not keep his eyes open. 
8 B 2 Nas. 
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Nat. Poor child! 

Wit FP or m ther ! . 

Nat. Dan't c OWE rvourſelſ before the time, 
{f any thing 3 happen „ we ſhall learn it 
io-iavy, alin 3 11 nn 

Ott. Letus take a walk along ihe high road 
alt breakfaſt, Wo may chance to mect with 
CU KT or a fugitive. 

Nat. Yes, yes. Has Roſina been here yet? 

Ott. No. 

Nat. D. vou know, that veſterday for the 
fit ine vinpy Wacker loft his room? 

Ot. [Leith indif: [Ference ] 891 

at. 11 his book fin at his door. 

Ott. Sol 

Nat. Jo- dax, he thouglit he might be able 
t) E QUT 

{():t. 89 | 

Nat. So! ſo! What ſoes of yours theſe are! 

Ott. Forgive mc, ſiſter! I have only one 
tlcu t 10-day. 

Nat. du iour of my life! thou art om of 
dunger! Heaven be thanked! he is recovered, 
Poor Natalia! what reward canſt thou offer to 
tle 2enerous youth ? 

Cit. laikik, vour father will provide for 
him. 

Nat What do von call provide ? rive: him 
down to ſome office ? pri.imwmtc him to ſome 
quill-driving emvloy ? get him 10 copy letters? 
or con fine hn. fablia e genius 10 cat accounts ? 

Ott. [/miirg.) His hublime genius! 

458 [cexed.] Yes, ves! his ſublime genius. 
My «cor Otti, don't vx me. You arc juſt 
—_ ＋ anviher as my ſathcr; he, like vou, will 
ren ain indiffercat and cold, when 1 ſpeak of 
cuarding a mon who 1 certain death to 
ſve the life of Eis only daughier. 2 

Ort. 
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Ott. Indeed, he ventured much. 
Nat. [with vivacity.] Oh ſiſter if vou had 
ken at what rate the fix Neapolitan hou! ran 
gray with me > ——Y0w the comchman vw as 
thrown, and the poſtiſhun dragged along ;— 
how they galloped up the hill ſnorting, daſhed 
aver ſtocks and ſtones, and with every ſtep ap- 
ed nearer and ncerer the precipicc that 
hangs over the Danube] Indeed, Ottilia, had 
not the adventurous youth heard my helpleſs 
cries, I ſhould have been loft. Ah! moth inks 
I ſee him et, how he ruſhed from the buſhels, 
away his book, threw himſelf amidſt the 
wild animals, and with both his hands clung to 
the reins. In that fituation they dragged him 
over roots and rocks, but he never quitted his 
hold. I ſaw the blood guſh in ſtreams from his 
wouncs—1 loſt my recolledion—l fainted—but 
he never quitted his hold. When I recovered, 
the horſes had ſtopped on the brink of the 
abyſs ; lifcleſs he lay among them, and held 
vith a cOMnvulſive graſp the bit of the ſaddle- 
horſe. With a ſhrick of anguiſh 1 leaped from 
the carriage -I was quite frantic—attcmnied to 
pull hin away and diſcngage his bande; but he 
was half dead, and yet never quitted his hold! 
At laſt ſome people came to my aſſiſmce, and 
he was carried home. He had five wounds on 
his head, one of his legs bruiſed, and both his 
hands covered with gaſhes—a full week was his 
lfe in danger. 
Ott. Aye, aye! you have repeatecly told 
me all this. 
L And each time without affecting your 
rt, 
Ot. Who told you ſo? | 
Nat. Your ſmiles, vour indifference. 
B 3 
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Ott. You are miſlaken. Nav, I have even 
ben thinking of a recompenſe for your young 
champion. 

i _— [jeering.] Have you indeed? Let's 
car 

Ott. His ſ:tl-cr is an old man; ſuppoſe we 
give him a penſivn, and make his ſon ſteward 
in his ftead ? 

Nat. Quite a fortune 

Ott. And morty him to Rona ? 

Nat. [with wivacity.) To Roſina, the gar- 
dener's daughter! | 

Ott. Yes, yes; to the gardener's daughter. 

Nat. [vexed ] You talk nonſenſe. 

Ott. "there is however no ſuch great diſtance 
from the gardener to the ſteward. 

Nat. Roſina is but a child. 

Ctr. Fourteen vears and ſeven weeks old. 

Nat. Without a ſingle accompliſhment. 

Ott. But pretty, and a good houſewife, 

Nat. And is that cnough for a man like 
Wacker ? ” 

Ott. Do you know him ſo well ? 

Wat. At lcaſt better than vou do. 

Ott. I hat is ſaving very little; for I know 

nothing at al! f him. 
Nat. That's the very thing. Had you been 
longer than four werks in this houſe—had you | 
been here before that event, you would often 
have ſcen hin in the park, and never without 
a book in his band. 

Ott. Anu what does he read? 

Ott. I don't know. But he reads, and Ro- 
ſina can ſcarecly ſpell. — 

Ott. If that be of any importance to him, 
he will ſoon teach her to read. 

Nat. No! I tell you, no! That is of no 
inportancs to him, Ort 


To 
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Ott. But ſhe viſits him every day. 

Nat. Becauſe I ſend her; becauſe I wiſh to 
know if he has cvery thing he wants. 

Ott. But on that occaſion— 

Nat. There is no occaſion 

Ott. They may lay the foundation for a ro- 


mance. 

Nat. Oh nonſenſe ! 

Ott. And vet it appears to me— 

Nat. [quick.)} What appcars to you, pray ? 

Ott. As if Roſina were not altogether in- 
different 

Nat. Good heavens! The child takes him 
for a doll. 

Ott. If your father would give her ſome- 
thing handſome for her portion— 

Nat. [vexed.] Don't talk ſo, pray! Your 
diſcourſe ſhews, that you have had a ſlcepleſs 

t. 

* Ave, ayc! But it would appear, ſiſter, 
that yon almoſt have a mind to beſtow your 
hand upon him vourſelf. | 

Nat. [ fighing.] Ah, nu! Alas! I know but 
too well tai I am a Counteſs. 

Ott. You know it as yet; but I am afraid 
you"1l forget it. 

Nat. If 1 could do ſo, his reſpe& would 
remind me of it. | 


SCENE III. 


Enter R osina. 


Roſ. [with a baſket of flawers.) I wiſh you 
a good morning; and here 1 have brought 
flowers for my right honourable counteſſes, 
roſes and violets, geranium muſcatum, and ſage 
lor the gums, 


Nat. 
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Nat. How docs your patient ? 

Roſ. My patient is no longer ill; he on 
looks a little pale yet, and he 1s not the w 
for that. 

Nat. Will he go ont to-day ? 

Re. Oh fure. Yeſterday he took three 
turns up and down the cheſnut avenue. 

” Nat. Yeſterday? and you only tell me ſo 
to-day ? | 

— I could not get out. 

1 And what mighty buſmeſs might Miſs 
have 


Roſ. 1 was obliged to attend him. 

Nat. Attend him? Obliged! 

Roſ. Aye, he would have it ſo; and I did 
it wiih pleaſure. 

Nat. Did vou indeed ? 

Re. [afſenting cordially.) Indeed, indeed! 
whatever he wiſhes, 1 do it with pleaſure. 

Ott. You ſcem to be very fond of him? 

Roſ. To be ſure! He is ſo handſome, and 
his marks don't disfigure him at all. 

Nat. Has he any marks ? 

Roſ. A large ſcar on his forchead, and a 
ſmalſ one on his cheek, and that ſmall one will 
cxa&ly form a dimple when he ſmiles. 

Ott [archly.) Only think, what remarks 
chilir.n will make! 

Roſ. His eyes are like the violet, his lips 
like apple-bloſſoms, and his teeth like the nar- 
cifſ''s, 

Nat. Child, it were better for you to learn 
your catechiſm, than to look ſo often at his 
violet eyes. 

Roſ. Yes, he will often have me ſay my 
catecniſm to him. But it is rather odd; when 
Lam at home, I Kwvow cvery ſyllable of it; mw | 

v hen 
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when he deſires me to repcat it, I often don't 
recolle@ a tingle word. 
Nat. H inakes you ſay your catechiſm ? 
Re Yes, twice a- weck. 
Nat. He might do ſomething better, and 


1 wiſer t00. | 


Rof. Ave, he has promiſed to make me wiſer. 

Nat. You arc wiſe enough for your age. 

Rof. I uſc to think ſo too; but in his pre- 
fence I now and then look upon myſelf as very 
gnorant. It is luckv, however, that he is ſo 
tood- natured, and that he likes me no worſe 
for it. 

Nat. [quick.) How d'ye know that? 

Roſ. I ſhould be very ftupid indeed if I did 
not ſce it. He will often fit quite dejeced in a 
corner; but as ſoon as I ſtep in, he becomes 
cheerful. 

Nat. Preſumptuous thing ! 

Ref. Then he will take me by the hand, and 
chat for hours together. 

Nat. And of what, pray? 

R/. Rm! of many things; but chiefly of 
jou, my moſt gracious Counteſs ! 

Nat. Of me: 

R/. I muſt tell him, how you re; of what 
* talk with me; and if you often ſpeak of 


Nat. And what do you tell him then ? 

Roſ. Why, I tell him that you frequently, 
wry trequently, ſpeak of him. 

Nat. You goſſip! 

Ref. And then he wants to know when your 
brth=dav will come. 

Nat. What is that to him? 

AV Not long ago when the ſtrange yertle- 
man was here, to whom you play'd ſo much 

on 
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on the harpſichord, he wanted me to tell him 
what you had ſung. But at this time he wa 
quite in a bad humour. 

Nat. For what? 

Rof. I can't tell, Perhaps his wounds pained 
him. And for tkree days after he ſpoke of no- 
thing but the ſtrange gentleman. 

Nat. Docs he know him ? 

Ro/. No; but he thought, we might ſoon 
have a wedding in the houſe. 

Nat. And what did you anſwer ? 

Roſ. I ſaid that perhaps might be the caſe: 

3 But, you fooliſh girl] there is no ſuch 
thing. 

Roſ. Ah, I did'nt know that ! But I will tell 
him ſo this very day. 

Nat. You may let that alone; for it is no 
buſineſs of his. 

Reſ. But he would he very glad to ſee you 
happy. He often ſays ſo. | 

Nat. Docs he ſay ſo? 

Re He once even cried when he ſaid ſo. 

Nat. He cried ? 

Roſ. I ſaw his tears, though he wiſhed to 
hide them. 

Nat. [affeFtedly aide] He cried ! 

Roſ. Ihe other day, when I carried him 
the preſerved fruit, he would ſcarcely look at 
it : but when he learned, that it came from 
you, he coloured as red as fire, and—and—— 

Nat. Win! and 

5 Lluſbing] And then he gave me a kiſs, 

at. A kiſs :- Ay !—But he gave you more 
than one, I Ropers 7 | 

Roſ. Oh ro! no more than one. His father 
Came upon us. 


Nat. . 
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Reſ. He is a naſtv rough man, who grum- 
les and ſcolds ; and looks juſt like my father, 
when the moles have been buſy in his hot-beds. 
domet in, es they will talk gibberiſh together, 
quite like the gypſies: no Chriſtian could make 
out a ſingle word of it. 

Nat. Go, Roſina: tell him not to forget, 
when he gocs out, to come up to the caſtle. 
Do you hear ? 

Ref. Who? The father? 
Nat. No—No: The ſon. 
Reſ. Oh, he will come without being called. 
He ſaid yeſterday that he muſt go and thank you. 
" Nat. Thank me !—For what? 
. Reſ. For the medicine, ſoups, ſruit, and 
flowers. 
Ott. Did you ſend him all thoſe things? 
Nat. To be ſure.—Could I ſuffer the ſavi- 
our of my life to want. any thing? 
1 Rof. I will however go directly, and ſay 
that my gracious Counteſs has ordered——. 

Nat. To be ſure ; by theſe means you will 
ke him. 

Roſ. Oh yes I like ſo much to ſee him. 


[Skips off J 


7 as 


SCENE IV. 


NArALIA and OTTILI1A. 


Ott. Av, ay, ſiſter ? 
Nat. What do xv. mean ? 
* Ott. If any ftranger had witneſſed all this 
| 7 J 9 
Nat. I con't carc. 
Ott. He would ſwear that you are in love 
vith the ſon of your ſteward. 


Nat. And would be muc!: miſtaken. 


Ott. 
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Ott. Heaven grant it! 

Nat. I ſhould dcteſt myſelf, were I un- 
grateful. 

Ott. Gratitude is often nothing elſe than 
love in diſguiſe. 

Nat. And ſuppoſe it be, is it my fault that 
counteſſes are not dipped in the Styx, to make 
them invulnerable, like Achilles? 

Ott. Were that the caſe, O Natalia ! what 
an endleſs thread of miſery thou would'ſt have 
ſpurn for thyſelf! Your fa her is a good man, 
bat he is — | 

Nat. 1 might anſwer. he would have cauſe 
to be proud of ſuch a ſon-in-law.—But be caſy. 
I ſhall never forget what I owe to my father and 
+ the world. 

Ott. My own experience inſpires me with 
diffidence. 

Nat. Your caſe was very different from 
mine. 

Ott. Like you, I was in love before I was 
aware; and, like von, I confided in my own 
ſtrength. 

Nat. Had the anceſtors of this youth, taken 
ſome forticſs, or cut off the heads of a few 
Saracons — 

Ott. [/ miling.] They may have been Sara- 
cens theaiſclves, for aught we know. What 
do you ſay of the ſtrange language of theſe du- 
bicus people ? 

Nat. It likely was French they ſpoke. 

Ott. I hardly think ſo Roſina—l don't 
pretend to ſay—would perhaps have underſtood 
it ; but as the hears us daily talk French in 
the family, ſhe would ut leaſt not have taken it 
for the language of the gypſies. I ſemetimes 
think 

Nat. What? 


On. . 


S 
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Ott. When I combine ſeveral other litele 
marks of mine 

Nat. Dar Ottilia, what do you think 

Ott. That I can Giſcover a countr ymaa 4 
mine in your young champion. 

Nat A Corſican? 

Ott. Who knows? Your futher now and 
then talks politics with his floward. Not long 

the converſation happened to turn on Cor- 

fica :—the old man worked himſeif quite up 
into a paſſion ; inveighed ſo againſt the Goenoeſr; 
and then of a ſudden appeared ſo alarmed, as 
if he had betrayed himſelf. 

Nat. Oh! be Felix born where ver he mar, 
his native land muit be proud of hin! 


SCENE V. 


Enter Couxrt. 

Count. Cond morrow, children! IN 4:2 
lier bis hand? Ou |. atom pts to 1: 8 2 3 
but be Nit, s his hand, ard 1 10% “ 
L ber fare hend. Luck FW. tid 14, . $136 
lung Mme. 1 KC 10 fi. on with n“ Mir on. 
open; Lut 1 mit purchaſe teh wi 1 whe 
blood. 

Net. Did voi hear the night'h gal, 

Ott. Ard the cann wn? 

Cunt, Inis ſhows 1het the one i vet une 
marrie, and aint e LET Got e eo her: 
eier: the one b, at the re Kk. „, tic 
ather the camon. I have hard rf . 

Orr. Oh, then zou were more Ferturaie 
that. J. 

Count, Are vou in earned? [3a bing ber 
with attention } Euer ihe Atats have Hung 
Jour e; es, or you have ben een. 

C Ci. 
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Ott. My anguiſh—that heavy cannonade-— 

Count. Where? 

Ott. From the quarter of the Danube, all 
the night through. 

Count Indeed l— Again ?f—-Hm! hm. 
[Shaking bis bead, and fitting down at the tea- 
table.) I ſhould think they had yet corpſes 
enough to bury. I ſervant brings him a pipe 
of tobacco.] 

Count. John, did you hear any thing? The 
cannon, they ſay, have been roaring laf night. 

Serv. Two couriers paſſed through juſt now, 
There has been an action. 

Count. An action! 

Serv. A very ſerious one, they ſav. 

Count. Well, wcll !- How ſerious ? 

Serv. On our fide, five hundred killed and 
three hundred wounded. 

Count. Hold your tungue ! 

Serv. A number of priſoners ; thirty offi 
Cccrs 

Count. Hold your tongue ! 

Serv. The Turks very likely have—[ Mates 
geftures as if cutting off beads.] 

Count. Go to the devil! [Throws his pipe 
at his feet] 

Cer v. [Picks up the pieces, and exit.] 

Ott. [ringing her hands.] Almighty God! 

Count. Be caſy, be caſy! There may not 
have been ſo much miſchief done after all.— 
[He endeavours to conceal his apprebenſiuns, and 
fills bis cup; but bis hand trembles.] 

Not. D ar father, let me 

Count. Why ? 

Nat. You tremble ! 

Count. What is that to you? I have often 
enough ſhewa my face to the enemy, and ne- 

ver 


ne- 
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wr trembled in my life. But then—I had no 
; ! 


Ott. [afide, in filent auguiſh.) Oh God! 

Count. [cafts @ fide-glance at her, and ſets 
um his cup.) Who could get his breakfaſt 
wa in this manner? — Was'nt I right in ſay- 
ng that our globe is a bungled piece of work 
nade by ſome monkey of an angel after his 
maſter's better model ?—The weevel devours 
he harveſt—the canker nips the bud—the hail 
ats down the corn.— In the winter the froſt 
leſtroys the vine yards; and in the ſpring men 
till men, to occupy the little ſpot on which the 
fozen vines have ſtood. | 

Ott. Tam ſure my Francis was in the action. 

Count. I dare ſay he was. You would not 
have him ſtay with the baggage ? 
Ott. Five hundred killed ! 
Count, That's better than ſo many cowards. 
Ott. Three hundred wounded ! 
Count. If my ſon be among the number, 1'll 
ky he has not a wound in his back. 

Ott. Thirty officers made priſoners ! 

Count, But who knows if all this be true? A 
wurier and a liar are near kinſman. 

Ott. Oh, the war! the war! 

Cunt. Ah, it would indeed be much better 
the Abbe St. Pierre commanded the army. 
We might then ſoon celebrate an eternal peace. 


— 


C2 SCENE 
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SCENE Vl. 


Enter W ACKER. 


Ceurt. Welcome. dear Wacker: what 


0 4 N, 's % } \wU bring is ? 


act. Your « xc neu, old Steffanſon muſt 
„ to Fiife n. 


Cunt. ] hat old man!—Whyv ſo? 
W. For reghvence md diſobedience. 
Cunt, 11.4 Put fort a pratant to prifon theſe 


fu erty VEATS. 
I. And heres every Peatart aQs the 
lors. 


(o ur Vert peſtle s but then they only aQ, 
ſack. T't nit be made an ex2mple of. 
cut. Ge Wacker, I have but One 
ſur. If the Ley of it doe not loſt, it ought to 
be ire 2 comic of dags, before we can lock 

PA Fan iN it. 

Jack. ThenlT' order the fell two dozen 
Gi 11n. 8. 

(unt. T om rt ford of laſhes, | 

iFact. Nor l; but who can govern men 
ve kert item! | 

Cant, I rt make mark ind ſo bad. 

IL .ck. I be are a £900 for- nothing ſct. 

Cort. 4; m pleaied well Few, i with mar ; 
1.401 Net Wot | 8 9930 ſor noth ing. 

act. x woul be a paradiſe, if not inha- 
Lic bY man. 

(n. A retty paradiſe indeed! Here a 
Vi:Ic ang, and there a celu, ge of aſhes! Here an 
dec, and there an carthguake ! 

Tack. Behold, on ilicfe ruin, a few thou» 
ſui: foul. who ent cach others throats ! 

| Count. 
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of a daughter 
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Count. An agrecable harmony of eternal ice 
ad ſcorching heat 

Fact. The elements are cafier ruled than 
nan! 

Count. If you ſpeak ſo from experience, I 
pity you. There is an excellent method of 

ing Man— | 

Wack. By fear and ſeverity. 
Count. Kindneſs, my good Wacker. It 
hears the intereſt of love. 

Fact. Love is a ſtranger to obedience. 

Count. Love has no occaſion for obedience ; 
i performs its part before it is bid. | 

Wack. With theſe princi 

Count. My tenants have been happy, and I . 
fill happier. After the battle of Peterwaradin, 
when a troop of fugitive Turks had ſet fire to 
my caſtle, this ſame Steffanſon gave me ſhelter 
for three days; and you would now have me 


I bck him vp in a dungeon? 


Wack. He has negleQed your ſervice. 

Count. What is his excuſe ? | 

Wack. Hm !—His daughter was brought to 
bed. 

Count. Well then, my dear ſteward, he 
ought to be forgiven. 

Wack. So !1—W hat buſineſs has a father with 
the lving-in of his daughter? 

unt Perhaps ſhe was in danger. 

Wack. He ſays ſo, ſure enough. 

Count. Ay! then we will rar don him. 

Wack. [with a ſarcaſtic grin.) On account 


Count. You are not fond of daughters, it 
ſeems ? 


Va. Not I, indeed! I hope the ladies 
won't take it amiſs; but 1 am not fond of 


C 3 Nat. 
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Nat. Wr not? 


IWack, Why, what are they good for? 
When they grow up, they are mad till they 
get huſbands. 

Curt. So much the better. 

act. And when they are married, they 


forgot their parents. 
Nat. That is not the faſhion here in Hun- 


Far v. 

Count, The father, who with tenderneſs 
and care chooſes for his children— 

Track. And do fat'ers always chooſe for 
their children? Daughters will now and then 
cope with vavaboncs. A father's tears will 
not quereh the flames of love; and a loveſick 
gil line cares whether her father lingers out 
a me oO! life or not whether he bleſs or 
cu: i his child. 

Orc [| "ppears evidently burt by this diſcourſe.) 

Nat. Tour ficture is that of an unnatural 
child. | 

act. There are plenty of them. 

Nat Haro on a daughter? 

Tack. Ir? [ith emphaſis.} No. I have no 
daugiuer. 

Nat. If von had ene, you would ſpeak in a 
cite ent mam er. 

act. If I did, I ſhould be a fool, as de- 
ſcrving of puniſament as old Stcflanſon.—lt is 
ren ſerticd, your Excclicncy ? 

Count. I ie. 

I"ack. Ihe fellow is to receive no puniſh- 
men! 

C::ut. No puniſhment. 8 

fact. Well; be it fon Exit. 


SCENE 


Tr? 
ey 
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SCENE VII. 


CounT, NATrALIA, OTTILIA. 


' Count. That man is an excellent ſteward, 
but a u ſanthrope. And that I don't like. 
Nat. W irat do vou v ect for, dar Ottilia ? 
Ott. [S:bs, and 15 unable to anſwer. 
Nat. Good H. avenue Siſter, what is the 
matter with you ? 

Count. lo can you aſk ſuch a filly queſ- 
ton? She ſuffe rs on accoum of your brother. 

Nat. No, no; ſomething clſc is the matter. 

Ott. And you cannot gueſs what it is? You, 
who kno 0 wall ? 

Nat. [half aloud.) I hope that old grumbler 

not 

Ott. He has broken my heart ! 

Count. W !--My Neward f 

Ot. He has violently ruuſcii my flumbering 
conſcienco. 

Count. Who ?—Old Wacker ? 

Ott. What he ſaid of vnfccling daughters 

C:unt . ou can that affe.. you ? 

Nat. [nodiling to her.) Verv right. How 
eay th. act 53, filler ? 

Ot. Ok! it was perhaps the ccho of my 


Jon father's words! 


Count. 1 am inclined to think, daughier, that 
the cannonad e has de ringed you a little. 

Nat. [giving ber ber arm.] Come, let 's go 
and tal. t @ walk. 

Ott. No! be the conſequence what it may, 
| cannot now conccal any thing. 

Count. Have you then concealed any thing 
em me ? 

Count. 
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Ott. I too had a father 
Count. To be ſure; but he died when you 


was a child. 
Ott. I hope—he is alive (till. 
Count. (with aftoniſhment.) What? 
Ott. (taking him by the hand.) I have de- 
ceived you 
Count. That was wrong. 
Ott. I am not an orphan— 
Count. Why did you conceal that from me? 
Ott. Hadn't we enough to accuſe ourſelves 
of beſides ? 


Count. You had better tell the whole at 


ONCE. 

Ort. Married without your knowledge— 

Count. Sure That was not right. 

Ott. And what if I add, that we were fo 
out my father's conſent alſo ? 

Count. Without his conſent ?——hm ! that 
vexes me. What objection could he have to 
my ſon ?—Did he know him? 

Ott. Ohl he did nat even know his own 
daughter. 

Ceunt. How ?—W hat do you mean? 

Ott. After my mother's death; ever ſince 
my fourth year I was left to the care of an old 
aunt in France— | 

Count. Very well; that I know. 

Ott. There I got acquainted with my Fran- 
cis, and fell in love with him. 

Count. I know. Inſtead of meking the tour 
of Europe, he flopt at a paltry French town. 
And the rogue dated all his letters either from 
Rome or Naples. 

Ott. I knew my father's averſion to all fe- 
reigners. 

Count. Curſe en that national pride ! 

Ort. With a trembling hand, 1 ventured 

any 


1 You 
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my a ſignificant expreſſion in my letters, to 
zund his opinion 

Cunt. And he underſtood them 

Ott. But too well ! For, after a few pater- 
al admonitions, he ſuddenly ap prized me, that 
ner fince my twelfth ycar he had deſtined me 
vr one of his friends. 

Count. Suddenly, and yet too late]! Was it 
wt ſo? | 

Ott. I made one more attempt. I intreated 
he threatened. I wiſhed to go to a convent. 
le wrote to mv aunt, that he would fetch me, 
s ſoon as trauquility ſhould be reſtored to our 
ſe. 

Count. I ſee now what is to follow. —You 
id not chooſe to wait for his arrival. 

Ott. To crown all, my good, tender-hœart- 
ed aunt died ſuddenly; and then my fears, my 
erilous ſituation, added to love and entrea- 
ies, induced me to take a ſtep for which, even 
n the lap of proſperity, I ſhall never forgive 
urſelf. 

Count. At all events you was guilty of treat 
rſhneſs. I might uſe a ſtill harſher expreſſion, 
Gughter 3 but, alas! I am afraid my ſun was 
more culpable than y ou. 

Ott. We were privately married—and I 
took refuge in a convent. 

Count. But why did not vou come ſtraight 
to me ? 

S My Francis wiſhed to prepare his good 
Clo | 

Count. And his good father was fool enough 
0 write a letter of compliments to the dead 
aunt. | 
Ott. Oh! did you but know what extaſy 
that letter brought io my mo naſtie ſolitude? I re- 
ceived it a few days after the birth of my ſan. 

| Count. 
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Count. Very well. But what became of 

your father ? 

8 Oh ! what became of him? I don 
W. 

Count. Wat? You never ſince made any 
enquiries after him ? 

Ott. I have ever ſince weekly wrote the 
moſt penitent letters to him. Whether he re- 
ceived them, I cannot tell. 

Count, Did you receive no anſwer ? 

Ott. None. 


Count. The Genoeſe are playing the dence 


in Corſica. Your father was a patriot z God 
knows where he may have fled to. 

Ott. My brother obſerves the ſame ſilence. 

Count. Your brother ? Your family keeps 
increaſing apace. 

Ott. My only brother ! an excellent youth! 

Count. You know him ? 

Ott. Three years have nearly elapſed fince 
he paid me a viſit in France. Before that time 
I knew neither father nor mother. Bu! a few 
weeks were ſufficient to form the moſt tender 
fraternal tic between me and Camillo. No, he 
has not forgot mc! My letters have miſcar- 
ried ; that *s the only wretched conſolation I 
have. 


Count. And probably that conſolation will 


not prove vain. 

Ott. There is a report that my father's eſtates 
have been ſcized, and he himſeif baniſhed. Oh! 
who knows but he now wanders in poverty and 
diſtreſs from place to place !——1 have in vain 
looked for his name in the newſpapers, —Oh ! 
— on account of his country and his daughter 

ve thrown him on a bed of fickneſs—Me- 
thinks I now ſee him forſaken by all the world 
—hear his groans — his curſes. 


Count. 


AMMAN; 


FILTER 
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dust. Compoſe yourſelf.— We will write, 
enquircs ſend off meſſengers— 

On. Oh! all mortal happineſs flics from 
im whoſe head is loaded with the curſes of a 


uber! 


[Exit in tears. 
| 
SCENE VII. 


CovunT, NATALIA. 


Count. True ! very true ! and for that rea- 
ſon, my dear child, thou deſerveſt the ſorrow 
lat weighs thee down.—Yct I pity thee. 

Nat. She ſuffers beyond all expreſſion. 

Count. Francis! Francis! where was thy 
kmour—thy conſcicnce ? 

Count. Love, aye ? Don't profane the only 

thing that here below ſeems to be of heavenly 
mgin. You filly girls take an idol of your 
own creation 53 deck it out with your wretched 
pſkons z hold it up to public view, and then 
ky: this is Love.—Love, my dear Miſs! is 
s intimately united with virtue and a noble 
mind, as flagrance is with a roſe. 
Nat. Perhaps love is oftener profaned by 
aprice and prejudice than by the paſſions ; and 
he former compels lovers ſometimes to appear 
inder a leſs noble character. 

Count, You talk as if you had a mind to 
un away alſo. 

Nat. God forbid! My worthy father has 
wt promiſed me to any of his fricnds. 
Count, That you don't know. 

Nat. He will conſult my heart. 


Count, 
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3 . Hearts, my girls, are bad eounſc 
rs | 
Nat. Aye ſure, if they are expected 
always in the — = . 
Count. Well, Natalia; if I thought you ca. 
pable of playing me a ſimilar trick, I ſhould 
wiſh that my Neapolitans had broke your neck, 
Nat. You now remind me of an event which 
lies very heavy on my heart. 
Count. How ? 
Nat. Without the aſſiſtance of that noble 
pou I ſhould have been loſt; and as yet he 
received no token of my gratitude. 
Count. That is my concern. 
Nat. He is cured. 
Count. I am glad of it. 
Nat. To-day he will go out for the firſt time. 
Count. I muſt ſce him. 
Nat. What will you do for him? 
Count. We'll conſider. 
Nat. He is a young man who has received a 
good education. 
Count. So much the better. 
Nat. Nc poſſeſſes knowledge. 
Count. Of what kind. 
Nat. Hi, knowledge is univerſal, T preſume. 
Count. I doubt it. | 
Nat. I have ſeveral times converſed wich 
him— 
Count. And then he made a ſhew cf it. 
Nat. No, fir; but I preſume— 
Count. And | preſume, that you are a fool. 
Nat. I had rather bc a fool than guilty of 
ingiatitude. 
Count. Do you ſuſpe& your father of ingr- 
tude? Am not Ia man of wealth? 
Nat. There is a difference between r 
and gratitude. 
| Count, 
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unſd. | | Count, Then, you give him thanks; I will 
reward him. 
d vote | Not. In what manner? 

Count. Perhaps he would like to embrace 
one of the learned profeſſions: if ſo, we'll ſend 
him to the univerfity ; make a lawyer of him, 
ind entruſt him with the adminiſtration of j Jui- 
tice on our eſlates. 

Nat. Oh! that is ſuch. an uniform ſnai!- 
like life. 
noble Cant. Well then, for the ſake of a little va- 
et he I riety, we'll give him a pretty girl for a wifc. 

Nat. Ah—then— 
Count. What do vou = to your chamber- 
maid ? She is a ſweet girl 
Nat. A nice little chick= + 
time, } Count. Nature has beſtowed a prettv face 
a her; ſuppoſe I aſſiſt nature with a couple of 
thouſand dollars ? 
; Nat. If young Wacker inclines— 
iveda } Count. Young people are always inclined to 
marry. 
Nat. My uncle, the gencral, may perhaps 
get him a commiſſion — 
Count. Aye, very likely - A commiſſion to 
ſume. a plebe ian 

Nat. Hasn't he been ennobled by his glori- 
ous action ? 

Count. ( ſmiling.) Glorious acion! 

Nat. (with v1vacity.) 1s it not ſo ? 

Count. It is ſo to me and vou, no doubt. 
but what does the country care if there be a 
ert Counteſs more or Ic in the world ? 


D SCENE 
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SCENE IX. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Serv. A courier, who paſſed here, has leſt 
this parcel. (Jak. 
Count. [looks eagerly at the direction.] From 
my brother. 

Nat. The General ? 

Count. Yes. 

Nat. Accounts from Francis ? 

Count. Very likely. [Puts the parcel before 
bim on the table, and appears much agitated.) 

Nat. Why don't you open the parcel? 

Count. I will. | 

Nat. I hope you have no apprehenſion 

Count. I fear and hope every thing. 

Nat. Shall I call my fiſter-in-law ? 

Count. A great deal too ſoon. 

Nat. Perhaps there is a letter in it from my 
brother. 

Count. The direQtion is not by his hand. | 

Nat. Shall I ſtep aſide and open the parcel? 

Count. No. 

Nat. But how can you torment yourſelf 
and me ſo long ? 

Count. Whocver, agitated by fear and hope, 
waits for his death warrant or his pardon, longs 
for the deciſive moment, and yet fleps with a 
flow pace into the preſence of his judge 
have only this ſon—he is a brave man—1 love 
him—who can ſay but, when I open this par- 
c:l—Go, Natalia; leave me by myſelf, 

Nat. Dear father !— 

Count. I entreat you. 


Nat. 


Nat. I cannot poſſibly leave you at this cri- 
tit2] moment. 

Count. (carnefl.) I wiſh to be alone. 
| [Natalia exit. 


SCENE X. 
Count by himſelf. 


WK my Francis be dead, I will have neither 
rhef nor conſolation. But if he be alive, all 
the world ſhall rejoice with me, as if he were 

efore | new-born.—[Staring at the parcel.) I am yet 
] 2 rich man—the next minute I may be more 
wetched than yon poor labourer, whoſe boys 
him to carry wood. What prevents me 
— w break the ſcal ?—what palſies my hand ?— 
be quick !— [Tears the cover acroſs, but leaves 
the parcel on the table.) It is open. Who ſays 
that the heart of an vid man is not ſuſceptible 
n my ef violent emotions ?—-( His anguiſh drives him 
about the room; but be again comes to the table.) 
I Such exactly was the ſhape of the letter which 
prized me of the death of my wife —But 
why ſhould that juſt now occur to me ?—( He 
ſuddenly takes his bat from the wall, and covers 
the parcel with it.) S:—now compoſe thy- 
ſelf; don't be a child! It muſt be known ſome 
me. Uncertainty is a kind of flow poi 
lon==rather thruſt the dagger into thy breaſt at 
-( He flings away bis hat, pulls the incloſed 
ters out of the parcel, and featters them about 
i the table.) There they lie=all—all. (His 
lu wanders anxioufly about. \—--News—and 
lis of the killed—and—and (calling out aloud.) 
aletter from my ſon ( He throws himſelf 
the table, graſps the letter with both bands, 
bilds it up to heaven with expreſſions of thanks- 
| D 2 giving 


I LT 
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iving, preſſes it to his lips, and wipes bis 

| He wh 7 ie thank x > O God — 22 
letter flowly, ana reads by intervals.) * We 
are viciori .us—l was in danger my good for- 
tune and my courage have ſaved me my regi- 
ment fought bravely—Prince Eugene embraced 
me on the field of battle. —I have leave of ab- 
ſence ſor twenty-four hours—this evening I 
ſhall be wit!; you—don': tell my wife and fifter 
—Þ'll furpriſe them.” [ Pauſe. His geſture 
expreſs the beartfelt pleaſure of a father, and 
gratitude to God. — He rings the bell.) 


SCENE XI. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Count. You know the old woman whoſe ſon 
was lately ſhot ? 

Jerv. Yes. 

Count. You know where ſhe lives ? 

Serv. The ſccond houſe in the village. 

Count. Go, and carry her this purſe. [Give 
im a full purſe ; puts the letter in his boſom, 
— flaking the | A great deal of 

; . (ſhaking e. 

gold but no ſon for 2 ! (Exit. 
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| 5 ACT I. 
d for- 
— SCENE I. 
f ab- 
-& CovnT, NATALIA, OrriIIA. 
kur | Count fitting at the table, having ja peruſed 
and the remaining papers. * 
Natalia and Ottilia, peeping through the door. 
NATALIA. 


May we come now, dear father? 
Count. [in ac humour.) Aye, why not? 
[Natalia and Ortilia raſb in, and aft queſ- 
trons very rapidly in turns.) 
Nat. Well, how is it ? 
Ort. Good news? 
Nat. How fares Francis? 
Ott. Is he alive? 
Nat. Was he in the action? 
Ott. Not wounded, I hope? 
Nat. Or made priſoner ? 
Count. There is gabMling for yon, as if the 
Capitol were in danger. 
Nat. Oh, be quick! tell me 
Ott. 1 tremble with joy! 
Nat. And I with curioſity. 
Count. I am ſorry for it. 


Ott. 


Count. Becauſe I am tongue - tied. 

| Nat. You joke. 

T Ott. You torture me. 
| D 3 
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Nat. | freking bis chin.] Good father! dot't 


be ſo myſterious, like a free-maſon. 

Count. The fimile is ill choſen; for I really 
_ a myſtery. IP 

tt. [On the ether of bis chair kiſſes and 

firokes his hand.) Beat idle. pit y my — 

Count. 1 dare not. I ſhould like to be taken 
for a young man yet. But if I blab, 
will ſay : The Count there in the caſtle muſt 
be far gonc in vears; for he prates like a child. 

Nat. [renewing ber careſſes.) Father, I wil 
with my own hand embroider a ſaddle-cloth for 
your Arabian horſe. 

Count. Now they wiſh to bribe me ! 

Ott. Pray! pray! Pll help you to decorate 
your grotto with " ſhells. 

Count. Ihe deuce! there is no withſtand- 
ing that. Well; if you abſolutely infiſt on 
knowing, then liſten. The Turks—{hems.] 


2 On eager expectation.] Well? 
Count [very ſerious.) The Turks, REI. 


are Miſh Im —— 
Nat. And Mahomedans into the 
Count. They are very fond of handſome 
girl 
Nat. But that's no neus. 
Court. And to make ſure of their victory, 
they have ſent five hundred Circafſians into the 
German camp, with orders to ſeduce all the 
* married men. pe — 
[ſhewing gentle ſymptoms e 
at 2 di ſappointment] And you L 
joke ? 
Count. My brother informs me, that Francis 
fits in the very middle of them, and has ro 
time to write. a 


p up the 
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Ott. I know what I muſt do. I'll go and 


fetch my little Charles; he ſhall beg and en- 


treat till grandpapa tells him all he knows. [ Exit. 
Nat. Dear father, | am angry. 

Count. You? 

Nat. Very indeed. 

Count. Indeed | 

Nat. Before you opened the letter, you 
were yourſelf highly perplexed. And ſo you 
know well enough how one muſt feel 

Count. 1 am his father. 

Nat. And I am his ſiſter. 

Count. You ſee that I am caſy. 

Nat. Thanks to Heaven ! 

Count. When the father is eaſy, the ſiſter 
may fit down to her harſichord, and play a 
Swabian dance. 

Nat. But female curioſity ! 

Count. You could n't be more inquiſitive, 
if a new head-dreſs had been invented in the 
umy. 


SCENE II. 


Enter SERVANT, then FELIX. 


Servo Young Mr. Wacker is below. 

Nat. [is frightened, and bctrays great em- 
larraſſinent. ] | 
| Count. Shew him up. [Servant exit.] What 
sthe matter with you? You are quite red! 

Nat. I ſhould bluſh with ſhame, were I to 


rceire, without cmotion, the man who ſaved 


my life. 
Felix. ¶ Enters, and bows with dignity.) 
Count, Step nearer, young man ! I hou art 


itlever lad. Thou haſt ycntured much. 
| Felix. 


n 
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Felix. Much, your Excellency ? 


Count. Thou haſt run the riſk of loſing thy 
life. 
Fel. That was not much, 
Count. What the deuce ! at thy time of 


you again. 

Fel. 1 am notglad, Madam; for now I have 
loſt my claim to any merit in regard to you. 

Nat. You have ſuffered much for my ſake. 

Fel. Len gn it. : 

Count. Pride is a 1 to live on. 
i ans cathy ts ar ls. De 

Fel. 1 am much more indebted to that acci- 
dent, which gave me an opportunity of becom - 


ing uſeful to ſo reſpectable a family. 
Count. [Aftoniſhed, balf afide.) Hm! well 


faid ! Your father, it would appear, has given 
you a good education, my friend 

Fel. My Father has always entertained a juſt 
ſenſe of his duty. 

Count. And you do credit to that education. 

Fel. I have been taught to feel at leaſt how 


much I am indebted to him and to his tender- 


neſs. 
Nat. Won't you fit down, Mr. Wacker. 
Fel. [Thanks ber with u bow. ] 
ons Toll me, friend what can I do for 
you 
MT You have already done ſo much for my. 
her 
Count. Nay; your father is a diligent and an 
indufirioes men ; he does more for me than 1 
do for him. We are now ſpeaking of your ow? 
brave adtion, and our gratitude, * 
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Fel. If I have a title to gratitude, conſciouſ- 


eſs is my reward. 

Count. But that won't ſatisfy me. The life 
of my only daughter has been ſaved— | 

Fel. I indeed feel a double ſatisfaction in 
having preſerved ſuch a daughter to the love 
A fuch a father; but—l muſt conſeſs, your 
—that I would have done the ſam 
for the ___ of a 33 

Count. well; v 0 2 

Fel. And—I make free ze add—that 1 mould 
me been much hurt, if the parents of that 
child had thought proper to reward me with 
wy thing but a grateful ſqueeze of the hand. 

Count. Aye fore, if the parents were poor 
euntry-people 3 

Fel. Rank and wealth in this caſe make no 
ifference. 

Count. But I ſhould think, that what. the 
jeaſant affirms with the ſqueeze of the hand— 

Fel. No count can poſſibly expreſs with 
peater energy. Pray don't rob me of the 
ſweet conviction of having done ſomething for 
wmanity without any ſelfiſh view. 

Count. Selfiſh view ! who ſpeaks of that? 
ben fix frighted Neapolitan horſes ſet off full 
heed, there was indeed no time to think of 
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unt. [embarraſſed] So 1 will- People 
you diſdain to accept my 


Tux CORSICANs : 


38 


Count. You are © noble young man. We 
mu#\* be better acquainted. 
Nat. I ſhould think, father, we know him 


Cunt. I am embarraſſed, 
that nothing from me—l mull think of or 
means to get the better of your delicacy.— 
Meanwhile, were the girl a leber, daughter, 

would be pleaſed if her parents had grate- 

y ſhaken you by the hand? Didn't you ſay 
ſo ?——Your hand, Mr. Wacker ! {Shake 
bim by the band, and exit.) 


Eo zz a 


' SCENE m. 


Fel. 6 Madam, n 


care and participation, you have 
rendered the ſtate of a fick man enviable. I 


might have been tempted to prolong my illneſi, 
if the deſire of returning you thanks had not 


— Pleaſure I derived from my fitus- 


Nr. You thank me ? Well word 
that's the world quite reverſed. gd 


wt <A and at- 
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Ngt. Confeſs, Sir, that noble ſouls are not 
free from prejudice— | 

Fal. To —_— _ CO 

earth without a prejudice, is the greateſt of all 

nward— 

Fel. Is entitled only to the latter. 

Nat. The heart the hand rewards. 
What from a prince is no more than an acknow- 
kdgment of deſert, becomes, from a good man, 
he true expreſſion of his feelings. I be former 
the proud mind may diſdain to accept ; the lat- 
ter it cannot refuſe without wounding the heart 
that wiſhes to give an external mark of its in- 
ternal warmth. 

Fil. To analyze the moſt refined ſentiments 
has at all times been the prerogative of the ladies. 
* As flattery om refutation, I take it 

granted that you have no better —— 
w oppoſe. I — fear no miſoonſtruction. 
king taking a valuable ring from her finger.) With- 
have t emba I venture to requeſt that you 
- 1 l not by a witticiſm profane this memorial of 
lnck, friend. f Preſenting the ring.) 

F 6 ir do I nced one ?—mome- 
you h! that word friend, which you 
* ve juſt uttered, what diamond in the world 
b ſuffcicnt to repay it? What diamond could 
throw a greater luſtre on my ſoul in the hours 
i ſadneſs than the refleQion that I owe your 

calt 


lie? Muſt I then be doomed, each time 
8 my finger, to exclaim: Thou art 


Nat. Curſe upon that hateful word No! 
w! When deſtiny ſhall ſeparate us, this ring 
renal os your comanbrancs the image of a 

Fel. 


8 
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Fel. Oh! it was not — 
that image on oe fare 
Nat. The cypher o my name is formed of 

my own hair. 

Fel. Your hair, encircled with diamonds, 
would for ever remind me, that Natalia is 
a counteſs. 

Nat. You hurt me. 


40 


Fel. You have deſtined for . 


—Y ou do not conſider me as an ordinary man 
hy then ſhould you make me ſo ordinary a 


preſent ? ¶ Hefitating.) What if I were bold 


h to name one myſelf ? 


Nat. {highly perplexed. ) asser 
to 


give it 
Fel. It is certainly of greater value than thi 
ring ; for it bears the marks of your feeling 
heart. 


Nat. I don't underſtand you 
Fel. During the firſt days after that wi REY 
nate event a violent fever ſeemed to augment 
the danger of my ſituation you Madam !— 
Roſina is my voucher—you ſhed tears for me. 
Natalia ſhed tears for poor Felix Thoſe 
tears you cannot recal; you cannot again reduce 
me to poverty; no misfortune can rob me of 
my treaſurt - Natalia has wept for me 
Let the phyſician ſay what he will, I knew to 
hom I am indebted for my recovery. 
Nat. Could vou doubt my participation! 
Fel. I have examined A - I have made 
her repeat a thouſand times over the moſt trifling 
circumftance.—.Y ou wore an azure knot on your 
boſom ;—that knot was bedewed with your 
tears. Perhaps it is the ſame you now mw 
ou 
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ron deſtine ſor me a memorial 
renture to proceed. [ Pauſe.) 
Nat. in great agitation tales the knit from 
br breaft, and gives it him with a blub. 
Fl. preſſes the knot with rapture 19 his life, 
md precipitately exit. ] 
. [afloniſbhed.}) What have I Vone? What 
has my heart done? [Going in anguiſh; meets 
Onilia, and throws berſelf in ber ar ms.] 


SCENE IV. 


NATALIA, OTTiIL1aA. 


Nat. Ottilia ! dear O:tiliz ! I have been do- 
x a fooliſh thing. 

Ott. Natalia! dear Natalia! I have done a 
undred of them in my life. 

Nat. Young Wacker was here juſt now. 

Ott. This prelude indeed docs not promiſe 
nuch ſenſc. 

Nat. My father received him with great ne— 
ect; but the noble ſentimerits of the youth 
apired him with eftcem. © He ryeAcd every 
nd of recompenſe. 

Ott. Too much pride for his ſituation in life. 
Nat. Don't prove ke me: the poor only have 
night to be proud. 

Vit. How did your father take it ? 

Nat. As a man ought who is impreſſed with 
i due ſenſe of tlie dignity of his own nature. 
le left him: and, at partins, ſhook him by 
* hand, Do you hear, Otith2! he ook him 

the hand.—If he bad preſented m with the 
rn of abundance, filled with jewels, ic would 
Wt have given mc ſo much plcaſure. 


Ote, But the fooliſh thing you did ? 
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Nat. [with a common figh.) Only flop; we 
are coming to it. When my father was gone, 
we both ſtood as if going 1o pick up our word 
from the ground. I wiſhed to make him 2 
preſent of this ring, and did'nt know how to go 
about it. I made a long preamble ; but the re- 
ſult was on his part a refuſal. 

Ott. And then you became angry ? 

Nat. Angry with him I—with him who ſo 
modeſtly begged that I would not deprive him 
of the little merit there might be in what he 
did !—with him who ſet more value on my 
break-knot than on a ring worth a thouſand 
florins ! 

Ott. Your breaſt-knot ? 

Nat. Roſina had told him, that I wept when 
he ſeemed to be ſo near his grave—that my 
tears had fallen on that knot—— 

Ort. And is that true? 

Nat. Moſt certainly !—Am I a ſtock, ta te- 
main inſenſible when a man was about to loſe 
his life on my account ? 

Ott. And he requeſted you to give him that 
breaſt-knot ? 

Nat. With faltering accents ;—with ſo much 
ſubmiſſion —ſo much modeſty —— 

Ott. And vou gave it to him? 

Nat. (feghing.) I did. 

Ott. (admoniſhing.) Siſter ! ſiſter ! 

Nat. Yes, that was the very fooliſh thing 

Ott. I am afraid you will do many mom 
fooliſh things. 

Naz. I feel indeed much diſpoſed 

Ott. When we are in love, we ſeldom flop 
at the firſt fooliſh thing. 

Nat. In love? 

Ott. Aye, in love. It is my duty to warn you. 

Nat. And it is mine to liſten to you. 
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Ott. Your feelings are ſo like love —— 
Nat. Brothers and ſiſters will be like cach 


P3 ve | or. You ſtand on the brink of a precipice. 
gene, at. It don't yet rake me giddy. 
word Ot. Becauſe it is ſtrewed over with roſes. 
him 2 } Vr. Then keep me back. 
to go Ott. There is only one way to ſave you. 
the w. Not. Which ? 

Ott. Never to be alone with him. 

Nat. But I can't run away from him. 
who ſo } Ore. For the future Flt attend you as if I 
tere your ſhadov:. 

Nat. Do ſv; and if you ſhould now and 
on m Fen think that you are troubleſome to me, 
wer mind it. 

Ott. You may grumble as long as you 
geaſe ; I'll hang on your arm like a lump of 
kad. Now tell me, have you found a key to 
jour father's ſecret ? 

Nat. Oh, he wanted to make a lawyer of 
kim, 

Ott. Of whom ? 

Nat Of young Wacker. 
Ott. Good God! 1 am fpeaking of yo 
other, 
Nat. . Oh, he is very well. 
Ott. Sure !—Has he written; 
Nat. I believe he has. 
Ott. You only believe ? 
| Nat. Let me alone, and be quict : my father 
k; in a good humour, and conſequently nothing 
y more | happened that ſhould give you uneaſineſs. 
Ort. But vH oes he conceal from us— ? 
_ Nat. Suffer him to indulge his whim. Every 
om ſiop dan has his whims; and he is ſo kind—ſo good 
J mahw— !<Hc has ſhaken young Wacker by 
the hand ! 
, E 2 Oh 
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Ott. I hope he has not been wounded. 
Nit. Two ſcius are left. 
(it. Scars! 
Nat. One on his forchead, and another on 
hi check. 
O:t. Have vou ſeen him ? 
Nat. Good heavens! he but juſt now left me. 
(it. Your brother? ' 
Nut. Oh! uo talks of my brother? Exit. 


SCENE V. 


- OrrT1L1A ale. 


Oit. Ber ſoul is engaged with only one ob- 
1c, Love is a ſpoiled child, who grudges every 
ching te his brothers, and wants to have all to 
himſe H. Patience, Ottilia Have pity on the 
ſufcr:rgs cf a ſtranger.— Thou too haſt a bro- 
ther; a father and a brother! and how often 
does the image of tie huſband baniſh the other 
two from thv heart !—-[She leans with a forrow- 
ſui air on the window. ]—T hou beautiful tran- 
qui! morning, caſt a friendly ſmile on the hoary 
old man from whom a penitent daughter weeps 
at a diſtance Bc hold the buſy vintagers! with 
what aGivity they perform their labour on yon 
diſtant hii! covered with vines! Their mirthful 
ſengs are watted hither by the wind !—Oh'! 
they feet no oppreſſion from either ſorrow or 

uit! Was not that old Wacker who juſt now 
entered -I am afraid of the rude old man; 
and vet he intereſts me. His geſtiny— his native 
lIand—my Cfuſpicions If we only under- 
ſtood each other 
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SCENE VI. 


Enter WACKER. 


Wack. [croſſes the flage, going towards the 


Count's apartment. ] 
Ott. Mr. Wacker, a word with you. 


Wack..1 uſed formerly to go ſtraight forward; 
but I once had the misfortune to run my head 
againſt a We | 

Ort. Nothing but the moſt lively intereſt in 
your welfare could induce me to aſk this queſ- 
yon. 


Wack. You are intereſted, I ſuppoſe, for 


every man, and believe him upon his word, 
my even without his word. | 
Ott. 1 am defirous to know which is your 
native Country. 
Wack. [with a ſarcafftic ſmile.) Native 
country ! 1 have none. 
Ott. But you had one, I preſume ? 
Wack. I once was fool enough to think ſo. 
, Am! miſtaken if I take you for a Cor» 
Wack. [endeavourins to conceal a certain kind 
of embarraſſment] To be ſure; for there are 


o longer Corſicuns. 
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Ott. This ſarcaſtic remark confirms my ſuſ- 
pic ion. 

IWack. Count ſs, if your ſuſpicion were juſt, 
it would be generous cf you to drop the ſubje, 

Ott. You are happy! 

Muc. Why ?—l am old enough to be con- 
vinced, that we arc born to with, and that we 
muſt dic to obtain. When LI was a little boy, 
I once requeſted my nurſe to fetch down the 
moon. I cried and ſqualled becauſe I abſolutely 
wanted to play with the moon with compoſure, 
and never enteria:n the leaſt idea of putting 
it into my pocket. 

Ott. Full :zrown children will ſometimes 
endeavour to obtain things ſtil] more diſtant than 
the moon. And where is the man, who, once 
m his life at leaſt, has not entertained ſome wiſh 
of the like kind ? 

IVack. Once is pardonable, becauſe the eye 


may be deceived, and the knowledge of diſ- 


tances is the reſuit of experience. But whoever 
more than ence ſtakes his fortune, his life, hu 
honour, for virtue, liberty, patriotiſm—or 
whatever other names are given to thoſe con- 
itellations that wander over our heads, and yet 
ſcarcely tranſmit to us a faint ray of borrowed 


 light—whoever does ſo, deſerves, like Socrates, 


to empty the poiſoned cup, or, like the con- 
queror at Marathon, to cnd his days in a jail. 
—You ſce I have. worked myſelf up into a 
paſſion. I thought I only deſpiſed mankind; 


anc, alas! I hate them. 


Ort. Were 1 a man, I would entreat you to 
make me vour con fidant. 
act. Your ſex does not prevent me: for | 


have been oficner deceived by my own fex 
than by women.—{ I hat follows be ſpeaks with 


ation] The on ric creature, I ever 
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knew upon carth, was a woman z—and in your 
face, Counteſs ! I behold features nearly allied 
to thoſe of that angel. Were there not a kind 
of confidence which reſembles complaint, as 
complaint reſembles begging, that eye, that 
melancholy ſmile upon your cheek, might draw 
my ſecret from my boſom. But he who with 
min confidence tortures a worthy ſoul, with no 
other view than, cuckoo like, to talk of him- 
ſelf, deſtroys his laſt ſupport; the conſciouſ- 
neſs of that hidden power which enables him to 
fy within himſelf: I ſuſtain a heavy load, and 
you don't > Art 1 

Ott. [I. y affected, and, after a 7. 
addreſſes him in — 22 1 
treat my unhappy countryman to give me his 
confidence. 

Wack. [Seems much ſurpriſed, and confuſed. 
Stares at the Counteſs, and replies abruptly.) The 
Count has ſent for me. L[Exit. 


SCENE VII. 


OTTILIA alone. 


Yes, he is a Corſican | and perhaps a greater 
man than he wiſhes to appear.—But high or 
low, that's all onc. In a ſtrange country we 
take notice of every peaſant whom at home we 
mght perhaps overlook. He ſpeaks our lan- 
guage, and the tone of his voice recals to our 
rememberance the ſhadowy forms of times that 
are now gone. If he only name a perſon that 
was dear to us, a town where we reſided, or a 
ſhot u here we are happy, he is our kinſman. 
He is our kinſman, becauſe he carries us back, 
„ if by magic, to the period of our infancy, 
then we were related to all the world, * 

uſe 
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uſed to ſhake hands with every friendly face we 
— * 33 acquainted with this 
ſtrange man. I muſt remove the flinty covering 
with which diſappointed confidence has intruſſ- 


ed his heart. He will perhaps reward my per. 
ſeverance with ſome account of my father. 
Perhaps he knows him—has met with him 
ſomewhere ; or can tell where he is. Alas! 
poor heart, do not beat with ſuch violence. It 
is all mere conjecture. [Exit. 


SCENE VIIL 


[An avenue of limes in the garden.) 
FeLix alone. 


Am I at length alane ?—not ſcen by any ſtrange 
eye? People are ſo inquiſitive, they wiſh to ſee 
every thing, to hear every thing? And why? 
to criticiſe, to jcer, or to give their ſapient opi- 
nions. That done, they turn round on their 
heel and walk oft —No ! this knot ſhall never 
be profaned by the eye of a ſtranger; here, un- 
der this lime-tree, I can without embarraſſment 
preſs it to my lips; I can here with tears of Fu 
revive the obliterated marks of thoſe ſhe 
for me. Thou ſhalt repoſe on my boſom, and 
be the taliſman of virtue ; give me a chcerful 
mind in my ſuffering-; and lie heavy on my 
breaſt, when an ignoble ſentiment ſhall debaſe 
the heart that beats beneath thee. 


SCENE IX. 


Enter RosixA. 


Rof. So I have found you at laſt, Mr. Wacker? 


I have bcen looking for you all the —— 
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Fel. It is but juſt this moment that I have 
found myſelf. 

Roſ. Found yourſelf? You joke; can one 
loſe oneſelf ? 

Fel. O yes! 

Reſ. 1 never loſt myſelf yet in my life. 

Fel. I wiſh you may be able to ſay the ſame 
thing ten years hence 

Rofſ. [counting on ber fingers.) Ten and thir- 
teen make twenty-three. 

= What are you counting 

/ Fourteen, i would * "I ſure, on 

4 Her and St. Paul's day I ſhall be fourtecn 
years old. 

Fel. Already ſo old ? 

Reſ. Next Eaſter I ſhall go to confeſs. 

Fel. And what has Roſina to confeſs ? 

Roſ. Why, my ſins. 

Fei, Let's hear ? 

Roſ. Aye ſure ; but that won't do. 

Fei. Why not ? 

Re. You are too young. 

Fel. But I have read old books. 

Ro. No matter. What are my fins to you? 
You can't abſolve me ſrom them. 

Fel. You ſhall reckon them up before me, 
that you mayn't forget them. 

—it was juſt at our fair—we were 
tncing and making merry; and ſo 1 forgot to 
dre our goldfinch its food, and the poor thing 
vas ſtarved. 

Fel. * that was wicked. 
- Nay, it was very cruel. But I cried 
good deal about it. 

Fel. What more ? 

Roſ. I twice threw ſugar into old Betty's 
| milk, and ſhe churned all day long to no pur- 
acker? J roſe. But I will do ſo no more. 

5 Fel. 
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Fel. Well, then, we ſhall let that paſs. 

Roj. But the worſt is to come. 

Fel. The worſt ? 

Roſ. Laſt Chriſtmas I broke a diſh—my fa. 
ther was in a paſſon—and—l am aſhamed to 
tell you—it was a naughty trick l accuſed the 
maid of it. 

Fel. And what was the conſequence ? 

Roſ. My father was going to give the girl a 
box on the ear; but I would rather have had a 
dozen of blows myſelf. Stop! flop! cried 1 
I did it ;—and ſmack! I had a box on the 


car; and I was properly ſerved.— Wasn't ? 


Fel. Very properly. 

— 2 I alſo begged the poor maid*s pardon. 

[Natalia appears at the back part of the flage, 
ſeeing Felix and Roſina together, with- 
draws, but ſoon returns, and liſtens.) 

- Roſ. But I was very ſilly to tell you of this 
naughty trick. Now you won't love me any 
more. 

Fel. That would be no great loſs. 

Roſ. Oh, I am very fond of you indeed! 
When you were ſo ill, I could laugh and jeer 
when I come to ſee you. But at home, in 
my little apartment, I was like to cry my eyes 
out. 

Fel. Was = indeed, my worthy girl? 
well ever fince ſhe inquired ſo cagerly after you, 
and was ſo impatient till I came. 

Fel. [with emotion.) Was ſhe ? 

Roſ. Once—l hav'n't told you that yet. She 
has forbidden me. 

Fel. Bun? quick ! What ? 

« pray, don't betray me. 

4 No, no! F , 


love the young Counteſs twice as - 
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51 
[Natalia is confuſed, and retires, but ſoon re- 
turns 


Roſ. I, however, cannot conceive why ſhe 
ſhould forbid me 

Fel. No matter. Only tell. 

Roſ. One evening we were on the little hill, 
yonder by the cheſtnut-grove ; from which a 
can ſce in at your window. 

Fel. Is that all? 

Roſ. There ſhe ſtood for almoſt half an hour. 
But your curtains were down. 

Fel. ¶ hiding the emotions of his joy.) Y ou lit- 
tle fool! It is very airy there. | 

Ref. Yes, it was ſo airy, that it made my 
teeth chatter. 

Fel. The fine moonlight— 

Roſ. It was as dark as pitch. No, no; 1 
am not quite ſo ftupid neither. I always think 
it is very fortunate that the Counteſs is a great 

„ and that you are only Mr. Wacker. 


'a Why ſo? 


of. Why, if the Counteſs was only a poor 
* daughter, like me W 

Fel. What then? 

Roſ. Poor! I can't ſay that ether; I am 
indeed no more than a gardener's daughter; 
but not poor for all that. My father is a care- 
ful mau; he has ſaved a little money; we might 
at any time take a handſome farm. 

Fel. (immerſed in thought.) So? 

Roſ. And my father is very fond of you. 

Fel. So? 

Roſ. He ſays, you ſcem to be a ſteady ſober 
young man; and—1t is a pity, he ſays, that you 
't apply yourſelf to gardening, as you are 
already pretty well acquauited with the buſineſs: 


and he ſays that you want only to be helped on 


a little, 
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a little, and that he 1s daily getting older, and 
would be glad, he fays, to moet with ſomebody 
that he could confide in; and I am too young 
yet, he ſays, to be entirely truſted ; and he ſays 
—aye, I can't tell you all he ſays. 

Fel. (abſent.) So? And what do you ſay? 

Roſ. ( fighing.) I ſay nothing at all. 

11 But didn't the cool evening air hurt 
you: 

Raſ. We were in the room when he ſaid ſo. 

Fel. Didn't you talk of the cheſtnut- trees and 
the hill? 

Roſ. Ah! the Counteſs? I had almoſt for- 
got her. She deſired me to tell you, by all means 
to call on her, the firſt time vou went abroad. 

Fel. And ſo you tell me only now? 

Roſ. We have been chatting ſo much—and1 
thought that you liked to be with cac.—Don't 
you like to be with me ? 

Fel. Oh yes, child! 

Roſ. Pray, don't call me child. It would ap- 
pear as if I were, God knows, how little. On 
St. Peter and St. Paul's day I ſhall be fourtcen. 
The fleward's Beiſy is only one year older than 
I, and ſhe is going to be married. 

Fil. Indeed | 

Roſ. I muſt go home now; or « Ife my father 
will ſcold. Farewell, cear Mr. Wacker. 

Fel. Adieu, dear Rofina. 

R. Don't you look at me? 

Fel. (aſſuming a friendly air.) Farewell! 
farewell ! | 

Ro. Look*'ce—ſce what a beautiful roſe. 
My father to-day put it into my little baſket, 
and I was o carry it to the Coumeſles 5 but! 
laid it aſide for ſomebody, 

Fel. For whom ? 


7 
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Why If you deſired me to give it vou 
1 Would you give it me with pleaſure ? 
Re. Here, fore | I culled it myſclf, and on 
that occaſion ran a few thorns into my fingers. 
But that don't ſignify, if it only affords you plca- 
fure. [She nods to him in a friendly manner, aud 


et] 
SCENE X. 


FeLix, NATALIA. 


(Whilft Felix is engaged in the following Solilo- 
guy, Natalia approaches, as if involuntarily ; 
then retires, and comes back. 


Fel. She came to ſee me Fortunate Camil- 
jo !—Dar'ſt thou flatter thyſelf with the glorious 
idea that ſomething more than pity u arms the 
boſom of that angel? She came to ſee me 
From yonder hill ſhe gazed at me—thought of 
me—was occupied with me during the cool 
evening-hour and I this very day walked paſt 
that hill, as if it had been nothing elſe than a 
common heap of earth planted with trees. 
Oh! I did not know that ſhe had hallowed the 
ſpot by her preſence !1—1 did not know that it 

was to become my favonrite abode, the altar 


| yo my devotion ; from which, during the ſweet 


res of twilight, the moſt ardent vows for 
Natalia's happireſs ſhall riſe to the evening ſtar ! 
—Natalia ! Natalia !let's forth to the lovely 
bi He turns quickly round, and ſees Natalia 
ſanding 
and caſts bis eyes downwards.) 

, ona caſls a timid fide glance at him, where 

ber face appears covered with the graceful bluſbes 
of virgin innocenee. 


, lowly ventures to raiſe bis eyes towards 
F Natalia 


before him. He forinks back, trembles, 
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Natalia looks at bim with inexpreſſible tendey- 


neſs. 
Felix throws himſelf at ber feet, dr 
lays bold of ter bead, hich 2. — 7 2 2. 
dent kiſſes, ſes rung 0 pitately. 
Nals 427 4 77 Foe to 4 groel 
£ oops to Pic the roſe, ? 
feme pauſt r 2 


on her boſom with a fig 
ACT ii. 
SCENE I. 


A Hall in the Caftle. 


RosinA, @ SERVANT. 


(The Servant is buſy in the room, Roſina comet 
in crying.) 


Serv. What is the matter with you, Miſs 
Roſina ? 

Roſ. Nothing. 

Serv. But you cry! 

Roſ. What is that to you? 

Serv. I am hurt to ſee ſuch a pretty girl cry. 
If I am pretty, that's nothing to you 


1 


2 
1 
v. How unkind you are 

Reſ. Where is Lady Natalia? 

Serv. With her father. 

Roſ. Dear John, be ſo good as to call her. 
Only tell her, that 1 have ſomething very im- 
portant to ſay to her. 

Serv. You have not deſerved that of me, Miſeʒ 


8 ö I am going. [Ext. 
SCENE 


SCC EN 


* 
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SCENE IL 


RosinaA alone. 


This fellow tells me that I am pretty; I think 
he doesn't ſpeak truth. Mr. Wacker never told 
meſo. If 1 were pretty, and not ſo ignorant, 
te certainly would not leave us. [ Sigbing. It 
$a pity the world is ſo wide, and that people 
hould wander ſo much about in it. Here there 
ne water and mountains; there foreſts and rob- 
ters. He may be drowned—fall over a preci- 
nce—loſe his way—be plundered—nay mur- 
fred then I ſhall never ſee him more !— 
0h! I wiſh he had rather continued fick !—— 
hoſe were happy days when he was fick. 


SCENE III. 
come 
Enter NATALIA. 
Mi Nr. fhoftily, and frigbtened.] Wher's the 
aer, Rofina? You cry! Ah, my God! 


| cry. Ri. Naughty man ! He is ſcarcely recover- 
9 yo! Ft Jet he will go, and in ſuch a hurry as if he 
kd run mad all at once. 
Nat. Whither ? | 
% How ſhould I know ?—Alas ! the world 
wide enough. 
Net. uw he mean to travel ? 
He is already packing up. 
2 What ! to-day ? g 
J. Within an hour. 
1 Nar. 
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Nat. Go, Roſina, be quick! tell him im- 
mediately to repair to the cheſtnut avenue. 1 
mnſt ſpe:k to him. IP 

KR. But he won't ſpeak to 

Ne Not ſpeak to me ? 155 

Ro. No! I have juſt now myſelf entreated 
him. Dear Mr. Wacker, ſaid I, pray fay 
with us. A'n't you happy here ? 1 
loves you, and I above all, and the 
too, and —.“ 

Nat. You goſſip !--but go on. 

Roj. Then he ſaid : I can't ſtay?” And then 
he clapped his hand to his forehead, and mu- 
22 r which 1 3 M 
When I ſaw him carry out his portmanteau, 
was ſo affected. Pray, do ſpeak firſt with 
the Counteſs,” ſaid I-* You are ſcarcely well; 
you havꝰUt yet recovered your ſtrength. What 
will become of you when you get among 
ſtrangers? You may chance to be taken ill oa 
the road in ſome paltry village; may be among 
heretics, without attendance, without any body 
to nurſe vou, without a clergyman to comfort 
vou. No! I am ſure our gracious Counteſs 
will nut rermit it. Do ſpeak to her. 

Nat. . 7 he wouldn't f 3 

RJ. By no means. ve ſpoken too 
* her already,“ ſaid he. ; 

Nat. Go, run; watch him; don't leave hin 
a moment; don't loſe ſight of him. I will en- 
dcavour to ftcal out ; in half an hour I ſhall be 
in the garden. 

R Very well. I'll cling to his arm; lay 
hold of the ſkirts of his coat; and if he takes 
amiſs I will tell him that you ordered me. 


| [Gong: 
Nat. [afide.} Good heavens ! what muſt | 
do ? 1 
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Roſ. [returns.] I had almoſt forgot; here is 
2 note for you. 

Nat. From him ? 
He wrote it on the hill. 
at, Quick ! quick ! [She opens and read: it 
g the wretch, who ventured to love 

now puniſhes himſelf, and flies. He wil; 

12 if you forgive him, proud if your pity 
attends his flight. [ She i: in the greate/t agita- 
tion, walks up and down irreſolute ; then tears 
6 leaf out pocket-book, writes a few words 
* it to Reina] - Give — this. 

* Will he ſtay when he has read it? 

at. 

ng 


FE 


Perhaps he may; at leaſt till the even- 


. * 

A reprieve ! 
My father goes to bed at nine o'clock. 
I Soon after nine I ſhall be in the cheſtnut-avenue. 
Reſ. And if he is then gone? 


kt 


will. I am very fond of you, but ſtill fonder 
of myſelf. [Runs away. 


Ark 


SCENE IV. 


eh | NATALIA alone. 


vill en-] What have I done ?—A rendezvous—at the 


hall be evening-hour ! Were that known ! and, 
what is more—my father !—Anguiſh and love 
mz 1 | quty and gratitude Poor heart! 


F23 SCENE 


at. My dcar girl, if you love me, don't 
of if 
Ref. If I could but keep him, all would be 


ä —— — — —— 


* - * 


20 - 
* 8 C 
S f „ wo 4 RE 


= 9 —— o 


©. 


58 THE coksic Ans: 


SCENE V. 


Enter OrriI IA. 


Ott. Dear ſiſter, your father is ſcolding, be- 
cauſe you have not yet returned. 

. Nat. Oh Ortilia! 1 have again done a fooliſh 
thing. 

Ott. I knew you wouldn't ſtop at the firft. 

Nat. He will go 

Ott. Your hero? 

Nat. He loves me 

Ott. And tells ycu ſo? 

=> A 1 IK: ber the note. 

. (after ing read it. hat's a 
. 1 A * 

Nat. Curſe on vour prudence 

Ott. It is a noble action. 

Nat. Oh yes, very noble 1 To ſave a poor 
girl's life— diſtract her head and heart, and 
then run :way—Very noble 

Ott. But what will become of you ? 

Nat. If he gocs, he muſt be a beggar, and 
I ſhall die of a broken heart. 

Ott. And if he flays? 

Nat. If he ſtays !—Oh Orttilia ! if he ſtays, 
time and love have worked many a miracle. 

Ott. Poor girl! if nothing but a miracle can 
fave thee. 

Nat. The only thing that no treaſure can buy 
he poſſeſſes. All the reſt may be purchaſed. 

Ott. Your father's bleſſing too ? Von 
know him. 

Nat. And for that very reaſon - becauſe 1 
know him—he is fond of me. FER 


——Cw. 
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Ott. Still fonder perhaps of his principles, 
which have grown up with him. 

Nat. Prejudice ! 

Ott. So much the worſe. People adhere 
with more obſtinacy to their prejudices than to 
their principles. 

Nat. And ſhall I tell you what I have been 
dreaming ? 

Ott. Firſt a miracle, and then a dream !— 
Oh love ! love ! 

Nat. Don't jeer ! Theſe myſtcrious people 
are ſomething more than they appear. The 
manner in which the old man begged to be em- 
ployed here; the noble pride with which he 
behaved ; the education of his ſon, and a thou- 
ſand trifles more, which can only be felt 

Ott. All very true; and I muſt confeſs, 
that, if that be your dream, I in ſome meaſure 
dream it alſo. But— 

Nat. Reſcrve your buts, till I have ſpoken 
to him. 

Ott. You will not, I hope— 

Nat. Why not? 

Ort. When? where? 

Nat. This evening, in the garden. 

Ott. And your father 

Nat. He'll be gone to bed. 

Ott. And decency ? 

Nat. He ventured his life for me, and 1 
muſt be punQual to the hour. 

Ott. What is it you want of him ? 

Nat. I wiſh to know who he is; to requeſt 
that he will tell me his rank. 

Ott. And ſuppoſe we are miſtaken, and he 
be no more than plain Mr. Wacker ? 

Nat. Then Oh Siſter then the peace of 
my mind is gone for ever. 


Ott. 
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Ort. Then ſave at leaſt your fair reputation. 
Nat. You ſhall go along with me; 
be a witneſs. * 3 
Ott. If you wiſh it. 

Nat. Neither hir heart nor mine has the 
leaſt cauſe to object even to a ſtranger being a 
G. Huſh! Your father coming. 

. our is I We 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Count. 


Count. So this is the way, children Vou 
leave me quite to myſelf. 


Ort. You were ſo immerſed in maps 
Count. True — I am obliged — ſome 
little arrangements reſpecting the operations of 

the war. [Focoſely.] I have thrown two bridges 
acroſs the Danube, and ordered a body of 
— march over them to take the enemy in 


Ote. Would it not be better to conclude a 


Count. If the enemy would ſend us ſuch a 
lovely iator. 


Ott. The newſpapers then would indeed be 
leſs intereſting. | 
, Gas. But the harveſt and the vintage would 
When Francis by your ſide walks thro 
the corn-ficlds.. 

Count. And, inſtead of trying his ſabre on 
the heads of the Turks, mows down the heads 
of thiſtles. 

Ott. And till, my dear father! you conceal 
from me what you know of him ? 
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Count. Still, my dear daughter! I do ſo. 

Ort. Am I then to have one lcepleſs night 
more ? 

Count. No. 

Ott. Shall I know, then, before I retire to 
reſt ? 

Count. Yes. 

Ott. Aſſure me on your word of honour ! 

Count. I do.—[Afide] He won't ſtay out, I 
preſume.—[ Aloud and archly] But whether you 
will fleep the better for your information, that 
I cannot vouch.—[ Afide, whilf looking at bis 
watch] He ſhould be arrived by this time. 
{To Natalia} What do you ſtand moping for in 
mee. | from thought.) 1 

at. [rou 1 L- 
dear father . _ 

Count. Ves, you, my dear daughter! I 
think you hav'n't heard a ſingle word of our 
converſation. | 

Nat. Who, I?—DOh yes! 

Count, What were we talking of? 

Nat. The approach of peace. 

Count. Very right! of the that was 
concluded in my cloſet. Child! child ! what 
5 going on in your brain? You uſcd to romp 
about and entertain us with ſ- all day long; 


2 laſt month I hav'n't heard a merry ſtanza 


you. 
Nat. Oh! the war—brother Francis 
Count. Nonſcaſe! There is war every where. 
Where there are no ſoldiers in the field, people 
will deſtroy one another with feaſting; and a 
perſon may die while taking a walk. 
Nat. Witneſs myſelf. 
Count. Had it not been for young Wacker— 
Nat. [cheered up.] Ah true! had it not been 


Count. 
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Gone. You might have been in a bad ſitus- 


Nat. The conſequence muſt have been death! 
certain death ! 
. 

-ount. ve ing to the old 

Count. Both the father and the ſon are 
characters Mr. Wacker, ſaid I, your fon 
has been doing a very noble a&ion.—** Not 
that I know of.” —The deuce ! he has ſaved 
my er's life. am told ſo, and am 
glad of it.”—— Well, wasn't that a noble 
action ?—** No! To ſpeak in general, there is 
no noble action; for every man acts from ſch 
fiſh motives.” 

Count. But your ſon aſks for no recompence, 

Nat. And conſequently makes an exception 
to his miſanthropic rule. | 

Count. He would not allow that. There 
1s an intereſt in this caſe too ; but no mean, no 
ſordid intereſt.” 

Nat. And what is it, pray ? 

Count. I aſked him the ſame queſtion. =— 
„ Why,” ied he, I don't know. The 
human heart has more folds than a lady's fan, 
but it cannot be expanded with the ſame eaſe. 
The Counteſs is handſome” —A curtſey, Miſs! 
My ſon is young; he has eyes, a heart; 
that alone is often ſufficient.” 

Nat. fembarreſſed.} Mere words. 

Count. I could not help laughing. Aye, ſaid 
I, if you call that ſelfiſhneſs. *+ What elſe is 
it? One perſon takes delight in hoards of gold, 
and another in a kind look; neither of them 
deceives, and yet each of them dots * 


th! 
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tis own dear {c!', The whole difference is, 
that the one ſtec his darling upon neQar, and 
the other upon coarſe viands.” In this manner 
ve kept arguing almoſt ar! hour, for you know, 
that, though I take the world for a wretched 
piece of workmanſhip, 1 love mankind with my 
whole heart. 

Nat. So he approves the caprice of his ſon ? 

Count. He at laſt ſaid : * My ſon is an ego- 
tiſt, as we are all; but when he ſells for reward 
the pleaſure with which a good action inſpires 
his boſom, he is an ordinary egotiſt, and no ſon 
of mine. In ſhort, our gratitude muſt take 
him by ſurpriſe ; if it knock openly at his door, 
he will keep it bolted. 

Nat. I am only afraid he will deprive us of 
every poſſible means; for—as I have juſt now 
karned by a third perſon—he 1s going to leave 


. 

Count. In that caſe we ſhall have the father 
here, and a good ſon finds an ample reward in 
the happineſs which he confers on his parents. 

Nat. True! 

Count. The father ſhall ſee that we are not 
mmindful of his ſon's actions. 

Nat. You will then ſuffer him to go? 
— Why not ? I have no right to detain 

Nat. Without aſſiſtance ? expoſed to want? 

Count. But I can't go on the high road, clap 
2 piſtol to his breaſt, and force him to take my 
money. [Looking at bis watch, ſhaking bis bead, 
ad muttering.}) Hm! hm! 

Nat. What is it o'clock, dear father ? 

Count. Almoſt ninc.—{Ffde] He muſt now 
te here ſoon. | 

Nat. [wneaſy.]J What, already ſo late! 
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Count. Aide. No ſkirmiſh has prevented 
him, 1 Api 

Nat. Father, do you ſup to-night ! 

. Count, No. 
_— Then give 7 leave to wiſh you 
©. [Attempting to kiſs bis band 
"Whos. Whither are — — 775 

Nat. I am ſo drowſy— 

Count. Nonſenſe ! What a fine evening 
how refreſhing the air. I have ordered all the 
windows of my apartment to be opened. I will 
go thither and fit down in my clbow-chair, and 
you ſhall read to me an hour. 

Nat. ( flartled.) Read to vou? 

Count. Yes; read to me. Toe Ottilia) You 
muſt come along with us alſo, daughter; we 
ſhall then be quite comfortable. 

Nat. Excuſe me, dear father! I am ſo 
hoarſe—l have caught cold 

Count. So ſuddenly ? 

Nat. Three days ago. 

Count. I have obſerved nothing of it. Well 
then we ſhall fir with the windows open, and 
liſten to the nightingale. 

Nat. With the windows open — The even- 
ing air | 
Count. You know, Natalia! that I can't 
bear theſe affeded airs. A girl of your age 
ought to waſh herſelf in the dew, and bathe in 
the fog, without fear of hurting her nerves. 
Don't be obſtinale ; I am waiting for you. _ 

[ 


SCENE 


T DO 


LLF 


Well 


NE 


NaTALIA, OTTILIA. 


Nat Here is fine work ! 

Ott. What's to be done now? 

Nat. 1 promiſed to be at the place ſoon 
after nine. | | 

Ott. The old man will not let us go before 
midnight. 

Nat. u a * moments.) We have 
only one tuethod left. 

Ott. What ? 

Nat. You, my dear Ottilia! muſt go in my 
ſtead. 

Ott. But your father has expreſsly deſired 


me to accumpany you. 


Nat. Vil find an excuſe. I'll ſay that your 
child has been crying—that it won't fall aſleep 
that vou are uncaſy—that you will come by 
and by. 

Ott. But 1 don't know the voung man at all. 

Nat. Then you ought to thank me for the 
opportunity I give you of being acquainted with 
him. 

Ott. What muſt I tell him? 

Nat. Whatever you pleaſe. Whatever your 
icndſhip for me may ſuggeſt. He muſt wait 
lor me cen till midnight, if neceſſarv. 
* [calling from behind the ſcenes.) Na- 

ia | 

Nat. Coming directly, dear father! — Gr, 


eo, my ſweet fiſtcr! In your hands I depoſit 


my peace of mind ; if you ſuffer him to depart, 
| thall do a third ſooliſh thing, and run after 
kim. [Exit. 


G SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


OrTiL1A alone. 


That indeed would bs the moſt fooliſh of all. 
I have accepted this office with reluc- 
tance.— Where will it all end ?—What can 1 
ſay to him ?— And yet, if he be what Natali 
takes him for, my taſk is not eaſy ; but it is ſoon 
learned. I will encourage him to perſiſt in his 
prudent reſolution. I will give him to underſtand 
— if he has not conſidered it already—that his 

eſence is dangerous to Natalia's happineſs. 
This to a noble-minded youth will be quite ſuf- 
ficient to haſten his depurture. And ſo this 
event may give birth to a good action. At the 
ſame time, I may be permitted to think of my 
own concerns... I will found him. The ſan, 
perhaps, is more open than the father.—He i 
going to travel—his road may lead to my native 
country.—He may take m 
inquiries. Be quick, Ottilia ! chance ſeems to 


favour thee. [ Haflens away. 
SCENE IX. 
An avenue of cheftnut-trees, a moon-light night. 


Fel. I entreat you, Roſina, to leave me. 

Roſ. Yes, if you will promiſe not to run away. 

Fel. I promiſe vou not to ſet out before mid- 
night. . | 

Roſ. Swear. 

Fel. Upon my honour ! 

Roſ. Oh, that is no ſerious oath. Swear by 
all the ſaints. 


Fel. (ſmiling.) Well, be it ſo—By all the 
ſaints ! 
Rof. 
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 I£ you ſet out now, you will be ſure to 
-N por; o hk the Eel lags 


SCENE X. 


Feiix alone. 


[Pulling out Natalia's nate.“ Can he, how 
loves me, fly from me He who loves me will 
obey me. Wait for me in the cheſtnut-avenue 
till nine.” — Ves, Natalia! I will obey thee !— 
thou wilt increaſe the agony of my departure 
but it is the firſt command thou haſt deigned to 
mpart to mc. [I will obey thee, were my life 
at ſtake ! — Something ruſtles—ſomebody ap- 


1 is ſhe 1—T[ Advancin epi, 
ade) fartles Hh! my E 


SCENE XI. 
Enter Wacken. 


T7 an What, my ſon! How ſtrangely you 

Fel. How, dear father? 

Wack. This whole day you have been ſaun- 
tering about like one in a dream; have anſwered 
all my queitions at croſs-purpoſes; fixed your 

ing eyes on the ground; or d at me 
vith a ſorrow ful aſpect that ſeemed to forebode 
ſome misfortune. And, in the laſt place, the 
manner in which you this evening wiſhed me 
good night—your hand ſhook when you graſped 
mine - and—if the twilight did not deccive me, 
the tears ſtood in your eyes 

Fel. No, my dear father the remains only 
my weakneſte=the ao - of my illneſs. 

2 


Wack. 
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IVack. Camillo, you are brooding over 
ſcheme. _ 

Fel. [continuing to look about him with unea- 
fneſs.] Can you be apprehenfive of any mem 


action from your ſon ? 

IVack. No; but you deceive me. 

Fei. How can you imagine ſo ? 

Wack. Have you nothing then to ſay ? 

Fel. The evening air will hurt your lungs, . 

IWack. Let my heart be your care, not my 
* I forfeited your confidence ? 

el. What a queſtion ! 

IWack. Are you not my friend, as much as 1 
zm yours ? 
el. Whence this miſtruſt ? 
IVack. You know, how and when I loft all 
ruſt in man; but muſt I loſe all truſt too in 
my ſon ? 

Fel. Never, never! © 1 

Mack. Have you nothing to ſav to me 

Fel. [is embarraſſed, and remains filent.) 

TVack. Look at me—W hat is the purport of 
this letter ? 

Fel. (flartled.) This letter 

Wack. Addreſſed to me. It is vet unopened. 
Why does a ſon write to his father 7 Whit can 
it be that a ſay will not venture to ſay frecly to 
his father ? 

Fel: Nothing criminal, father ?—l ſwcar- 
by heaven 

act. I was much ſtruck with your conduct 
all this day. I retired to reſt, and could enjoy 
no repoſe. My anxiety drove me from bed; 
— ſuſpicion conduded me to your cham- 

r; there 1 found a portmanteau filled with 
lincn, and, on the table, this letter. I was g& 
ing to open it, but was not able, My knees 

tremble 
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trembled. Oh ! thought I, is the cup of bit- 
terneſs not yet filled up? Can my ſon pour 
into it the {aſt drop? Should that be the eaſe, 
he ſhall at leaſt have the courage to do fo in 
my preſence. I then went in ſearch of you. 
Here I am take your letter, look me in the 
face, and without heſitation let me know its 


contents. 

Fel. I muſt—oh my father ! ——I muſt— 

Wack. Travel? is it ſo? Your portmanteau 
announced that plainly enough. The old, un- 
fortunate, exiled father will live for ever : the 

ence of the ſpirited youth is exhauſted. 

ool that I was, to think there ſtill exifted a 
living creature who would not forſake me at the 
hour of death 

Fel. Hear me 

Vac. And to forſake me thus! thus clan- 


deſtinely? 
. — You yourſelf will approve my reſo- 
ion. 


Wack. Had you been ſure of that, you would 
not have behaved in this undutiful manner. 

Fel. Father, you wrong me—merec weakneſ⸗ 
the horrors of a ſeparation 

act. Such is the way of ail mankind —even 
of th beſt :—a folly, a crime, any thing ! if 
they can only perpetrate it with their faces turn- 
ed aſide. | 

Fl. When Timoleon turned aſide his face, 
he was piticd by the whole world. 

Hack. No diſplay of words, pray; I want 
argutncoi.!, 


Fel. Well then—my afcQions are fixed on 


the voung Counteis. 
Nack. Is thai all? 
Fel. She loves me. 
Wack. Folly ! 
G 3 Fel. 
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Fel. May I venture to offer my hand? 

Wack. Beggar 

Fel. May I tell her, who I am? 

Wack. Madman! 

Frl. Well, what muſt I do? 

IWack. [ after a pauſe ] Shun her. | 

Fel. My father has pronounced the ſentence 

IVack. Stop! don't deceive yourſelf —lf 
you are fully convinced 

Fel. I am. 

Wack. If juvenile conceit alone has not 

Fel. Juvenile conceit never attends wretch- 
edneſs 

act. How do you know her ſentiments? 

Fel. I have innumerable proof. 

Wack. Were they not pity or gratitude ? 

Fel. I thought ſo at firſt. 

Mac. You ſuffered external marks of your 
ſeclings to appear ? 

Fel. Our hearts underſtood each other. 

Vac. And your lips 

Fel. Were filent. 

Mack. Then keep filence, firuggle, ſhun 
her preſence, and remain. ; 

Fel. If my father's riper experience ordams 
it ſo, I ſhall obey. 

Iack. Your ſufferings here are quite out of 
the queſhon. 

Fel. 1 voluntarily ſuffer. 

Wack. But the peace of mind of our bene- 
faQtor's daughte 

Fel. That was the very object I meant to 
attain by my flight. 
Wack. Whether there be only a garden or a 
whole quarter of the world left between you, 1 
will make no difference. | 

Fel. But if ſhe wiſhes to ſec me ? 

Wack. She won't. 


Fel. 
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Fel. But if love has already filenced the 
dictates of prudence and virgin timidity If, in 
the gloom of night, ſhe wiſhed to have an iu- 
terview with me ? * 7 

Wack. She will not. 6.0% 

Fel. Father, [ am here by her Sn deſire. 

* (ſuſicious.) Without four contriv- 
ance 

Fel. By the memory of my mother! 
Wack. Then retire. 

Fel. [hefitating.]} What muſt ſhe think of me? 
IVack. She will bleſs your integrity, if not 
now, at leaſt ſome time hence. 

Fel. Oh my father ! 
Wack. You cannot? — Well, I'll ſtay alſo— 
Fel. Your preſence would overcome her. 
IWack. It is better that I ſhould make her 
bluſh, than that ſhe ſhould do ſo herſelf. 

Fel. The youth, who had ſtrength and reſo- 
lution to leave a father and the idol of his heart, 
will not forget at preſent what he owes to duty 
and honour. 

Wack. What will you ſay to her? 

Fel. ThatI eb 

Wack. Excellent ! 

Fel. That I am deſtitute of 

Wack. And conſequently deſtitute of reaſon. 

Fel. That ſhe will never never ſce me 
more 

Wack. Even if you ſhould ſtay ? 

Fel. Even if 1 ſhould ſtay. : 

IWack. Swear |! - 

Fel. With a bleeding heart. 

Wack. And if ſhe whimpers and * 


Fel. Oh father! 
Wack. Oh ſon !—if ſhe cry 1. 
and fly. 
Fel. 


Fel. Then I will tear myſelſ Ther 
act. Arc you able ? 
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Fel. Lam. 
act. Your hand 


Fel. I gives bim his hand.] As Lam a Pom- 


piliani. 

Wack. Do not diſgrace thy family. Wart 
and miſery thy father add haves i 
would carry him to his grave. 

Fel. I know what I owe both to my family 
and to my on heart. 

Wack. Never yet did a Pompiliani betray in- 
nocence. : 

Fel. And ſhould your ſon; be the firſt ? 

Vat. Never yet did a Pompiliana repay 
hoſpitality with ingratitude. 

Fel. And your ſfor— 


Wack. My ſon will never act unworthy of 


his anccſtors. 


Fel. But ad as he ought, were he even a 


foundling. 
act. I'll leave you alone with her. 


Fel. Your confidence ſtrengthens my 2 


Wack. Put her to the teſt ; examine the bud 
from which thy paſſion ſhot up like a plant foſ- 


tered by ſome kindly hand in a hot-houſe. If 
it be nothiflg elſc than pity or gratitude, a-can- 
did explanation will ſhake off the ſpurious bloſ- 


ſom. But if it be more—ſhould the prove at- 
tached to you with his whole ſoul, and if love 
with his uſual caprice has united two hearts 


which deſtiny divides—well, then you ſhall fly; 


I will then conccal my ſorrow, forget my hely- 


leſs old age, and drive you out myſelf into the 
wide world, before the daun of next morning 
appears. I ſhall retire to reſt. I ſhall wait your 
return, If you muſt depart, two diamonds 
which belonged to your mother ſhall autend 


you. 
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Theſe, and my bleſſing, are all I am 
le to beftow. n 

Fel. Never, father: —I am young and can 
labour 

Wack. Bc ſubmiſſive.— I ſhall ſend you to 
France. If I am not miſtaken, that nation will 
ſoon wage war againſt the foes of our country. 
Your education is finiſhed. Do your enliſt in 
their ſervice. A little money will be neceſſary, 
that you may net have the appearance of a ba- 
niſhed vagabond. Who can tell but fortune 
may yet ſmile on you, and your mother's bleſ- 
ſing dwell on theſe diamonds, Conduct yourſelf 
with bravery—get promoted, and avenge your 
father, who, in the mcan time, will here pour 
forth his prayers for your proſperity. If thy 
heart and her's fland the ordeal of ſeparation, 
thou wilt ſome day return as Pompiliani. 

Fel. Worthy father! you give me more 
than diamonds - you give me hope to attend me 
on my journey. 

IWack. I ſec a white figure moving along the 
zvcnuc, Remember thy duty and our honour. 

[ Withdraws. 


SCENE XII. 
Felix alone. 


She comes—but not on wings of love: ſho 
glides lowly from trec to tree. No ſhe ſtops, 
and turns her cye towards the caſtle. T his 
way, Natalia! this way under the ſhade. 
The moon and thy ghoſtly garb will betray 
thee.—Now ſhe approaches.—Thou, guardian 
angel of my honour, watch over this fluttering 


heart ? 
SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 


Enter OTT1L1a. 
(Ottilia appears at a diſtance, and coughs. ) 


Feb. Here am I, my dear Counteſs ! proud 
of your confidence, warmed by your kindneſ. 

Ott. Sir 

Fel. The remembrance of this laſt proof of 
your goodneſs will ſmooth the rugged path of 
the fugitives 

Ott. What voice! 

Fel. In the hour of ſorrow it will inſpire 
him with a juſt ſenſe of his own importance, 

Ott. It is not Natalia, Sir! 

Fel. led.) Not Natalia! 

Ott. My ſiſter in-law was obliged to ſtay with 
Her father to bear him company. 

Fel. What voice! 

Ort. She ſent me before tc 

Fel. Heavens! Recollection is rouſed within 
me at each ſound. May I preſume to aſk the 
name of the unknown fair whom I now addreſs ? 

Ott. (embarraſſed.) Every one of his words 
—S$11—every one of his word: — 

Fel. For heaven's ſake ] whoe'ct thou ar. 
I had a ſiſter 

Ott. And TI a brother 

Fel. I is her voice 

Ott. It is his! 

Fel. (Lays ſuddenly hold of her hand and leads 
ber to a ſpot lighted by the moon. anxiouſly 
ther : exclaim at the ſame time.) 


on each 0 
It is you ! (and drop into each other's arms.) 
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rl. Sweet apparition ! vaniſh not from me 
Ott. My brother lives! 


Fel. My ſiſter is happy ! 
Ott. My father lives! 


Fel. We have ſuſtained no loſs ! 


SCENE XIV. 


Francis, OrriIIA, FEIIX. 


2 cerved by them, in the back- 
ground, and ſtill approaches nearer.] 


Ott. The forebodings of my heart have not 
deceived me 


Fel. Genoa ! of this treaſure thou could'ſt 
not rob me. 

Ott. May the penitent hope for forgiveneſs ? 

Fel. She may. 

Ott. O God! then the boldeſt of my withes 
has been heard. 

Fel. Enchanting voice, which ſtruck my car 
for the laſt time on the banks of the Garonne ! 

Ott. Am I in reality ſo near thee ? Come to 


the arms of her who, in the intoxication of her 


joy, is ſtill inclined to doubt=s 


Fel. Beloved Ottilia ! (They embrace nh | 


in rapture.) 

Fran, (calls out aloud.) Good heavens! it is 
my wife ! ¶ Draws bis ſword, and, in his fury, 
ruſbes upon Felix.) 

_ ** herſelf in his arms. J My huſ- 


Fran. | puſbes ber back ) Be gone, ſerpent ! 
(falls to the grenade almoſt ſpeechleſs 


with A. ) Francis lit i 


Fran. (to Felix.) If thou haſt Fates, defend 
thyſelf ( ) 85 


Fel 
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Fel. ! forbear—he is my ſiſter. ( En- 
. 

Fran. (petrified.) His ſiſter? (The fwerd 
drops from his band.) ( eh 

Fel. My loſt, my beloved ſiſter! have I 
again found thee ? | 

Fran. Art thou Pompiliani ? 

Fel. Oh! ſhe has fainted! 

Fran. beats bis forehead.) What have 1 
done ? | 

Fel. Help! help! 

Fran. (throws bimſelf on bis knees by Ottilia's 
fide, and takes her in bis arms.) Ottilia! my 
wife, my beloved wife! (The curtain drops. 


ACT IV. 
The Scene as in the preceding AG. 


SCENE l. 
Francis, OrriLIA, FELlix. 


Francis ſupports one arm bis wiſe, and en 
/ the A brother.) * 


Ott. Now you know the whole. 
Fel. And in your preſence I muſt bluſh. 
Ott. Promiſe to amend. 


Fran, | promiſe you eternal love. 
Ott. There is no love without confidence. 


friendſhip. 


ſauce it. 


33 eres eller zs 


Fran. (to Felix.) After the ſcene which has 
taken place I can ſcarccly venture to ſolicit your 


Fel. By my ſiſter's happineſs you will en- 
Ort. 


1 on 


your 


en- 
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On. Strive to deſerve it; make amends for 
raſhneſs ; give me advice ; and aſũſt my 
her. 

Fran. Poſſeſſed of Natalia's affection, he 
fards in no need of my aſſiſtance. 

Fel. Oh ſiſter ! if you are miſtaken-- - 

Ott. Am not l her confidant ? 

Fran. Let us haſten to the caſtle! Why 
hould we deſert this fortunate diſcovery till 
mother 

Ott. 

Fel. 
ecke. 


day ? 
But---my father--- 
I think i ſee his ſhadow yonder on the 
I dare ſay his anxiety has driven him 
from his home. He is certainly come in queſt 
of me--- 

Ott. Oh! go then, and leave me here 


Fran. Alone? 

Ott. While he is looking for his ſon, lie 
ſhall find his daughter. 

Fran. My dear wiſe! would you venture ? 

Ott. Venture !---What has a daughter to 
apprehend from a father ? I have found him; 
my prayers are heard; and ſhould I heſitate to 
embrace his knees ? 

Fran. But if he behave to you with rudeneſs? 

Fel. He will not. 

Ort. And if he did; have we not offended 
tm ?—Go, Francis! ſend me my child. It in- 
deed now fleep's ; but no matter. The aſpect 
of the lumbering angel will add ſtrength to my 
1 = innocent ſmiles and my tears 

o! go! Methinks 1ſce him approaching. 

Fel. Siſter, your plan 11 
rage ; and if his t be boiſterous, cling 
cloſe to his heart. I know him well. 


Fran [apprebenfive.] Yet it would be better 
if we kept near 


H | Ott. 
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Ott. No, Francis! A daughter need no 
body-guards during an interview with her father 
Go ! 

Fran. May the bleſſing of Heaven till attend 
us for another hour !---[To Felix] Take cou- 
rage, and follow me. 

Fel. Wherever we apply may we meet with 
open hearts! | 

Fran. When to-morrow's ſun appears, may 
we all with joy exclaim : It was not the dream 
of a fine ſummer's evening ! LExeunt. 


SCENE II. 
OTT1LI1A alone. 


A plan my brother called it !---No; the 
heart ſpurns at ſuch ſtratagems.---He is com- 
ing---he ſhall find me unprepared---Away with 
ſtudied arts! I poſſeſs the weapons of nature; 
ſhe gave tears to the infant to deprecate a pa- 
rent's wrath.---W hat anguiſh and love, conſci- 
ouſneſs and repentance of my offence inſpire.--- 
[Wacker makes his appearance in the back-ground] 
There he is---[She trembles, and ſupports berſelf 
againſt a tree.) W reiched being ! that I ſhould 
tremble at the ſight of my father ! 


SCENE III. 


OTT1L1a, WACKER. 


Wack. Are you ſtill here, Camillo? What 
do I ſec ?---A lady! and quite alone! 

Ott. Mr. Wacker--- | 

Hack. Counteſs---what brings you hither ? 

Ott. Your ſon--- | 


Wack. He ſpoke of a mecting--- 4 
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Ort. Which did not take place. 
Wack. So much the better. 
Ott. My ſiſter-in-law remained with her fa- 


ack. That was proper. lt is not every fa- 
ther who can boaſt of ſuch a daughter. 
Ott. The dangers of a paſſion which militates 


againſt the datics. 


Wack. Oh ! I know them, but I don't like to 
talk on that ſubject. 

Ott [Aids] O God! my tongue falters ! 

Wack. What is bocome of my ſon ? 

Crt. Heis at no great diſtance. 

Watck. 1 hope he has not left you here to ap- 
prize me of his departure ? 

Ott. By no means; he retired, that I might 
ſpeak to vou in private. 
Wack. With me—lIn private! 
Ott. My ſiſter's deſtiny bears ſo great a re- 
 ſemiterce to mine. 

Wack. To vour”s ? 
Ott. She loves without her father's approba- 
lon. 

Wack. That ſccms to be the prevailing faſhion 
me ngdaughters. | 
On. This cvent has again tore open my for- 


mer wunds. 


Wack. Such wounds ought never to heal. 
Ott. I more than ever feel the neceſſity of 
enjoving the confidence of a worthy man. 
Wack. If I am the man on whom you mean 
to beſtow your confidence. 
. * is you! 3 ; 
I would have you be ſparing of it. 
Ott. As a 2 
Wack. I am no philanthropiſt; but I am your 
fend. The firſt * 1 bMc1d your face, 
| 2 you 
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vou made an impreſion on me, which=for 
want of a better namc=-l ſhall call ſympathy. 
a Ore. (in an extaſy.) Heaven grant it may be 
0! | 
 #Wack. Your form, the ſound of your voice, 
your mildneſs, your maternal tenderneſs and 
connubial a fection—e very thing, in ſhort, pro- 
judices me in your favour. 

_ Orr. Oh! you give me incxprefſlible plea- 
ſure. 


Mack. To-day—why ſhould 1 deny it? 


when vou addreſſed me in a language with 


v Hich I am not unacquainted. 

Ort. Then you fl:d from mo. 

Wack. 1 fied; but the accents with which 
you conjured me beck penetrated to my heart, 
aud have never fincc qui:ted it. 

Ott. Oh! may they remain there for ever | 

e. If you are in carneſt, Counteſs ! and 
if you ſet any value on the eſteem of an old 


man, don't acquaint me with your hiſtory. In 


me you would find a ſevere judge. 
Ott. It is impoflible to fee kindneſs and fe- 


veruy united: 


act. My love is confined to very few indi- 


viduals on earth, and I ſhould be ſorry to ſet 
the number ſtill diminiſhed. 
| Or. Errors, that ariſe from raſhneſs and 
ove | 
Wack. Theſe are the very errors to which | 
ſhew no lenity; for you know, Counteſs, that 
not only the actions of mankind but their opini- 
ons are all ſelfiſ - A man will ſooncr forgive a 
crime which docs him no hurt, than a raſh at 
by which he is injured. a 
Ott. But, if the beſt ſucceſs, though unmerit- 
ed, is neverthcleſs. _ 
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Wack. No ; you do not belong to the claſs of 
thoſe who judge of the merit of an action by its 
ſucceſs. 

Ott. If a wifc, even in the embrace of a be- 
loved huſband, and amidſt the carcfſcs of the 
infant at her breaſt, finds no peace, becauſe the 
heart of a daughter bleeds. 

Wack. It is virtue's revenge. 

Ott. If, bleſt with affluence, I want nothing 
but the blefling of my father, and if this want 
alone depreſſes me below the moſt abject crea» 


| ture. 


Wack. Then your repentance is entitled to 
ty. 

Ott. If the moſt excruciating anguiſh during 
the lonely night ſucceeds that pretended cheer- 
fulneſs under which it is forced io hide itfeli 
during the da If I bathe my infant in tears, 
while I admit him to mv breatt, deſtiture ot 
nouriſhment, and dricd up with forrow—lf I 


{ tremble at the ſcaſt appearance of danger, be- 
| cauſe truſt in God has fled from my troubled 


conſcicnce. 


LSVe fobs. 
Wack. (affet:d) Then J pity you. | 

Ott. And forgive nc ? 

Wack. No. 

Ott. Oh if vou vere MY father. 

Wack. Then 1 would not cuiſc a wretch 

Ott. And forgive me: 

Wack. No. 

Ott. Not cven—if, like my father, vou had 
kept vour child at a diſtance from you ever ſiace 
its infancy ? If you had never beheld it ſunce it 
was four years of age r 

Wack. ( Alariled.) Since it was four vears of 


age! 
H 2 Ore. | 
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Ott. If you had demanded the aſſection of 
your child from nature alone, inſtead of obtain- 
ing it by that ſweet violence, paternal care and 
tenderneſs ? 

— (nzeaſy.) Since it was four years of 

e 
Os. I ſhould deteſt myſelf if I attempted to 
palliate my error. But this muck I make bold 
to atteſt by the remains of my mother, in this 
awful hour, that I would not have forſaken my 
father, had he not forſaken me \Y 

Wack. (with increaſed uneafineſs.) You are a 
native of Corſica ? * 4 

Ott. (with befitation.) My mother 

Wack. Your mother? 

Ott. My mother was a Corſican. 

atk. Then your father was no Corſican? 
nor are you one yourſelf ? 

Ott. My mother was—a relation of 

Wack. Of mine ?—Do you know me 

Ott. Your for ; 

Wack. Thoughtleſs youth! 

Ott. You once loved my mother 

Wack. What was her name ? N 
Ott. (trembling) Her maiden- name was 
Morofint— 
Wack. That was the name of my wife. 
Ott. She beſtowed her noble— 
Pompiliani (She drops on ber knees, 


Ott. (quite exhaufled, draws a miniature pic- 
ture from her beſom.) Mother! mother ! inter- 
ode for thy unfortunate daughter! ( Preſents 
the it to him in a whining tone.) 

(Wacker ſnatches it violently out of ber hand, 

2 to @ ſpot lighted by the moon, where, 
irembling, be gazes ut the Mare ane pe 
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2 fr the ground, 


7 tar.) My father ! 
Fac, [with averted ops] on't call me ſo. 
y Penance . 


aol. { ſarcaſtically.) In the lap of joy. 
Ott. 9282 numbered 
. Forgiveneſs penitent 
Wack. Reſtore to me thoſe hours which ſor- 
row 
Ott. 


Wack. An exile, on whoſe —_— — 
ſet—(30 : betray me to thy ſeducer ! The man 
who ſtole the daughter may, for the ſake of 
gold, aſſaſſinate the father. 

— N Worth 

Tcafing bs = are.] Worthy 
ſpouſe ! wax ay was eo kk 
groan! That ſhe might the comfort of 
my old was th ing wiſh ! 

Ott. Oh, be it accompliſhed 1 Departed ſpirit 


of my mother! give life once more to her 


lovely features ! Re-animate her ſoft eyes, that 
ſhe may caſt a deep look into my father's heart ! 
Wack. And there bchold how it bled. 

Ort. Can nothing move that boſom ? melt 
2 oe? not the 2 ſmile A 9 
ughter's repentance ?—[Obſerving the nur 
with the child in th: back ground.) Ot! come, 


my 
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my ſon ! thy prattſing ſhail move him 
p etches the child, returns und — 2 
Val. ( ſoftened.; What is this ? FN. 

Ott. Thou flumber'ſt ?Ok 1 ſleep not! 
Send forth thy infant cries *—the cries of an- 
guiſh! that they may penetrate thy grandfather'; 
heart! 

Wack. (looking down to her, as it were invdlun- 
tarily.) Ottilia—is this thy child ? | 

Ott. It is my child j your blood! 

Wack. (more ſoftened.) Take it away. 

Ott. Without your blefling ? 

Fact. (careful.) The damp aii the cd. 
poor child! 

Ott. It is not poor, if you love it !=it will 
not be hurt, if you bleſs it! | 

Wack. (after @ pauſe, during which he ftriigg 
with bimfelf) ls it a buy ? 

Ott. A boy, that cannot yet fold his little 
hands, but whom deſtiny has perhaps choſtu to 
be the avenger of hi: family | 

Wack. (rouſed by theſe words) Pcrhaps—f with 
emotion) Perhaps—Riſe !—( After a pauſe) Lay 
the child on my arms. 

( Ottilia obeys, trembling with joy.) 

(Wacker rafts a ſorrouſul loc l at the child.) 

Ott. My child in my father's arms This 15 
the happicſt moment of my life! ; 
F< Wipe off that tcar, which fell on his 

Ott. Oh no! no! with this tear on the in- 
fant's cheek my father has cancelled its mother's 
debt. | 

Wack. Ves hou haſt overcome mc>Na- 
ture ſtood leagued with thee.—May God bleſs 
the child! Returns the child to tbe nurſe, tolo 
retires without being taken notice f) Fe 


your own book. 
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Ott. [throwing herſelf into hi; arms.) And 


hu 
ack He has wounded both my heart and 


my honour. 


Ont. He is the father of that child. 
Wack. Give me time to prepare myſelf for 


{ his arrival. 


Ott. He is already arrived, and anxiouſly 
waits for his father's commands. 
Wack. [after ſome pauſe.) Well! I will ſee 
him. | 
Ott. [in an extaſy of joy.) By my father's 
love, the load which oppreſſed my heart is now 
removed; I again breathe with freedom. I 
weep indeed, but my tears are ſweet. Woe to 
the child, who, loaded with a father's curſe, 
can think of any happineſs on earth ! 
Fact. I will fee him and put him to the teſt. 
I will try whether he be worthy to call a Pom- 
piliani, father. [Offers ber bis band.] Come, 
uct me 
5 [pref his band eagerly to ber lips] Oh 
[ Both exeunt. 


cond 
God! oh God! I am leaving my father 


SCENE IV. 


The Count's apartment. Sundry books ſcattered 
F about on the table. ; 


Count, NATALIA. 


Count, Read, child ! 
Nat. J I am ſo drowſy. 
Count. I am not drowſy at all. Reads han 


Nat. 
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Nat. Dear father, theſe books are all ſuch 
inſipid ſtuff ; 

Count. Can you write better? 

at I aimott think I could. 

Count. You talk like a reviewer ; for your 
puniſhment you ſhall rcad one hour more. 

Nat. Lis uneaſy, takes up ſeveral books, and 
read: the titles.) Reflections n Death.“ 

Count. No, let that alone; death cones ſoon 
cnou.ch at any time. 

Nut. [takes up anther ] ** The Complete 
Ac. m of Complimcr's.” 

Count, We have no uſe [or theſæ in the 
country. | 

Nat. [turning ever the leates of anther.) 
„ Stories of Ghotts.” 

Count. | he Turks are our ghoſts. 

Nat. You ſce, father, that your bookſeller 
has ſent von works not cven of ſo much uſe as 
to ſet one aſlocp. | | 

Count. They arc however the lateſt publi. 
cations. | 

Nat. I'll turn them over to-morrow, and if 
I hit upon any thing intereſting — 

Count. [opens a book himſelf.) Here is an 
opiate. Choice Curiofitics ſeleAed from the 
moiſt celebrated Authors on Dreams.“ Tihere, 
read a couple of dreams. | 

Nat. Good God! I am almoſt creaming 
myſelf. | | 

Count. Never mind. 

Nat. [taking up the book with reluctance] 
& Johannes Oporinus, the cclcbrated printer 
at Baſle, dreamt, that a clock, which ftruck 
the hours, dropt from his head upon his breaſt, 
and emitted an agreeable ſound. Soon afier, 
he was ſeized with a fit of the apoplexy !” 


Count. 
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Cunt. (yawning.) Ay! ay! 

Nat. Will theſe ſpecimers do ? 

Count. (half aloud.) Go on. 

Nat. (reads, vexed.) A man of rank 
dreamt that his fon had returned from a bat- 
tle.” I hear ſomebody in the anti- chamber. 

Count. (flarting up.) Natalia, I am that 
man of rank! My drcam is going to be accom- 


| Nat. What ! It is perhaps brother Francis. 


| Count. There he 1s, 
| 
SCENE V. 


Enter FRANCIS. 


| Fran. (enters precipitately, and throws him- 
| felf in his father's arms.) 
: "Count. Welcome, my brave ſon ! 
| Nat. Welcome, brother! 
| Fran. God bleſs you, my dear father 
{ God bleſs you, fiſter ! 
Count. What are _— about ? 

Fran. Exclaimi h! and getting their 
wounds cured. 1 a 
| Nat. I never heard the ſound of the horſe's 
feet in the court. 
| Fran. I ftole through the garden, that 1 
might ſurpriſe you. 

Nat. I now know, dear father, why you 
didn't chooſe to go to bed. 

Count. I was almoſt tired too. 

Fran. It is my ſiſter's fault that I didn't 
come ſooner. 

Nat. 
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Nat. My fault ? , 
Fran. Yes, your's: I have picked 
for you on the road. * 
Nat. Very likely —loſt by ſomebody. Well, 
we ſhall advertiſe him in the papers. 
Fran. He has loſt his heart, and hopes to 
find it with you. 
Gn * Jr Cue e200 Bad end th 
as to be obliged to go a-begging for a ſwain 
Fran. I thee bins wp ts your reces, Gler 
Dear father, participate in my joy! By the 
moſt chance in the world I have 
found my — — 5 
- Young Pompiliani 
Yes; he has given me a fraternal em- 


FE his father ? for your wife has 
Will not be incxorable. 

If he be as much ſoftened as I. 
And if he has a heart like your's. 
My congratulations, dear brother, you 
ſhall have to-morrow: at preſent you muſt 
excuſe me, for I can ſcarcely keep my eyes 


Fran. Stay; my relation concerns you alſo. 

Count. Then ſtay, and liſten. 

Nat. [very uneaſy.) Permit me at leaſt to go 
and call your wife. 

Fran. Time , 

Nat. Excellent! There is a cool huſband 
for you. 
Count. Ay, ay, Francis! I don't like that. 
Fron. Ottiia will forgive me on her bro- 


Nat. I doubt it. 
Fran. My brother-in-law has ſet a price on 
his fricadſhip. 1 


THT 


[8 


Ti 
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Nat. How ſclfiſh! 

Fran. A price which you arc to pay. 

Nat. I? 

Fran. He wiſhes to have you for his wife. 

Nat. [With a ſneer} A mighty honor! 

Count. [vexed] Why all this farce ? 

Fran. Can my father ſuppoſe me capable of 
profaning, by a fares the firſt happy hour of 
re-union ? 

Count. What l are you in earneſt ? 

Fran. In full carneſt. 

Nat. So much the worſe. 

Fran. Pompiliani is a noble youth, whofe 
heart pants for honor and virtue. 

Nat. Let him pant, provided he do not 
pant for me. 

Fran. He loves you. 

Nat. He ſaw me very likely in a dream. 

Fran. He is poor, I muſt confeſs. 

Count An honeſt teurt never wants. You 
know me---but your ſiſter -—— 

Nat. I am not fond oi inviſible ſylphs. 

Count. But they muſt firſt be acquainted with 
_ other. . 

ran, Will you permit him to ſtep in? 

Count, What! is he here? F 

Nat. Here !---I am apt to think, brother, 
Jou have loſt your ſenſes. | 
1 I underſtand you: you with to dreſs 


£ [impatient] I will undreſs and go to 


Fran. Never fearz you are charming 
enough even in diſhabille. What will you lay 


Nat. 


THE CORSICAXS : 


92 


Nat. But I have no wiſh to make a conqueſt 
cf him. I beg, brother, that you will let me 
alone. 

Fran. Siſter, be prudent. I aſk no more 
than that you will marry him. 
Nat. A mere trifle! But I won't marry him. 
Nor My farher vill compel 
Nat My will never me. 
Count. God forbid ! 


Nat. Well then, I wont! were be even an 
Adonis. 


Fran. Never forſw ear thing. 
Nat. ee | 
1 2 I 
it. in. Poor Pompiliani! my ſiſter 
2a he wenk hear of you. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter FELix 


Nat. (Sbriets when fbe diſcovers him.) 
Count. What! our yo e-tamer ? 


Fel. Count, the with which you 
treat a ſiſter, the brother to appear 
before you under his true name. 


Count. So brave a youth is welcome under 
anv name. | 

Fran. (archly) Is it ſo, Natalia? 

Fel. Do not ſuffer my diſcretion, Madam, to 
make amends for your brother's imprudence. 


Nat. Sir. 
Count. But, children, how is all this? Put 
me a little in the ſecret. You are Pompiliani ? 


Conſequently father is my ſteward 
Fel. We to 124. meet with 
an aſylum under your roof. 


| an 


and 
iſter 


— 
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Gunt. Pompiliani the hero, fleward of my 
ellates !---Confound it ! this is too bad! 

Fel. Pompiliani the exile, the outlaw ; he 
who by his eſcape ſaved the Genoſe an additi- 
onal crime. 

8 But he ought alſo to have ſaved me a 

Fel. Pompiliani the beggar, who of all his 
poſſeſſions ſaved nothing but the knowledge of 
rural economy, which he acquired on his ow:1 
eſtatcs. 
| _ Count, Why, if he has loſt his eſtates, he ba; 

found mine. If friends have betraved him, « 
ſtranger ſhall reconcile him with mankind. In 
future we muſt form only one family. 

E Do you hear, Natalia ? only one fa- 
v. 


Nat. ( flill in a confuſed ſuſpence.) Hold your 


. How is this, Natalia ? Your gratitude 
to the man who ſaved your life has all of a ſud- 
den become mute. 

Nat. Gratitude has no words. 

_ But — then, act! 5 

at. (caſts a timid and ſignificant look at ber 

| fatber.) 0 Reno 

Count. (nodding to ber.] Yes, yes! and may 
Heaven bleſs l ! , 

Fran. ¶ ſeeing that Natalia ill beſitates] Shall 
lend you my ? 

Nat. It is not required. [Te Felix. ] Sir 

Fran. The introduction promiſes but little. 

Fel. Counteſs. 

Fran. In this manner you'll never come to 
the point. 

Nat. Are you ſtill bent on travelling? 

Fran. Your queſtion is very obliging. 

Fel. The motives of my reſolution are not 

yet removed. 1 
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Fran. It appears as if you were acquainted 
already. 
Net. I never was offended at the motive 
— $2 you were offended ? I knew nothing 
of it. 


Fel. My ſiſter's good fortune does not en- 


title me 

Fran. The queſtion here is reſpecting the 
brother's merit. 

Nat. T hat now was ſenſible. 

Fran. We have no time to loſe with nonſenſe 
Ji is near midnight. 

Count. Your fleep is gone, Natalia, it ſeems, 

Fran. To be ſhort ; what kind of recompence 
has the ſaviour of your life deſerved ? 

Nat. Any—he ncecs only 5k. 

Fran. Well then, my dcar brother-in-law, 
do aſk ! 

Fel. Nothing, or all. 

Fran. A curtſey, ſiſter. By all, lie mcans 
poſſe ſũon of you. : 

Nat. May he ever be of that opinion! 

Fel. Were m heart laid open before you! 

Fran. Thanks to Heaven! the plot is going 
to be unravelled at laſt, 

Nat. If Mr. Wacker —if Pompiliani will pro- 
miſe me not to travci. | 

: [taking ber hand with rapture ] I pro- 
miſe. 

Nat. (with graceful embarraſſment. ) Then— 
_ Well? then ?— * 0 8 

at. (gently diſengagin elf. ) 

can, with —4 8 Ge night, 
dear father !—( Endeauouring to depart.) 

Count. Aye, Natalia! 

Nat. (who has already reached the dior.) 


Permit me—- 


Count. Won't you take the dream-book 
with you ? * 
at. 


| 


er 


bear; 


| 


| 
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Nat. For what purpoſe ? | 
Count. If you ſhould happen to have a ſleep- 
Fran. (who has jut another book.) 
You had better give her. The Stories of 
Ghoſts.” 

Nat. I wiſh, brother, you would ſtudy the 
Complete Academy of Compliments ;** you 
would then uſe your poor ſiſter with a little 
more tenderneſs. [ Runs off. 
Count. Embrace me, my dear ſon ! | 
Fel. Generous man! 

Count. Where is your ſiſter ? 

Fel. I hope, in the arms of my father. 
Count. (To Francis.) Have you alſo obtain- 
ed his forgiveneſs ? 

Fel. 1 truſt to the voice of nature. 

Count. Have vou not ſeen him? 

Fran. My wife and my child were to open 
the way for me to his heart. 

Count. Go then, and do your duty. 

Fran. (geing.) Hah! here he comes. 


SCENE VII. 
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Enter Wacker and OTTILIA. 


Ott. Francis! Francis ! he has forgiven us. 
Fran. (reſpeciſully taking bim by the hand.) 
im I permitted with filial reverence—- 
Wack. Hold, young man! 
Count, for being ſo late— 
Count. (preſſing his hand.) A couple of years 
ſooner it would indeed have been more welcome. 
Wack. Everts have taken place here— 
Count. 1 cntreat your forgiveneſs for my ſon. 
Tack. 


Pardon me, 


a —w — — — ” 4K ooo Irons = 
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Wack. Since I became a beggur, my honour 
has became more irritable— 1 
unt. Our children do not addreſs chem- 
ſolves to our honoun, but to our hearts. When 
we have caſt anchor in a ſecure harbour, let us 

paſt ſtorms. My ſon is your ſon-in-hw, 
your's ſhall be mine. 

gar ian generoſity. 

Count. 1 am a man of wealth; my fortune 
is ſufficient for us all. 

Wack. As long as I ſtand in no need of 
bounty, I am determined to none. 

Count. You will ſome time repay me. 

Wack. With what ? 

Count. Your country will not always groan 
under the yoke of tyranny : a time will come 
when your claims ſhall be made good. 

Wack. Who is to do that ? 
Fran. II I, my father! Pl facrifice my 
blood and my fife to avenge you. 

Wack. Very Well !-but in vain | 

Fran. We are going to have peace -I ſhall 
then fly to Corſica 
Wack. To die on the ſcaffold. 

Fran. Lou don't know— 

Wack. (with emotion.) What don't I know? 

Fran. That the brave Corſicans are making 
2 new attempt to ſhake off the yoke. 

Wack. (with flill greater motion.) To ſhake 
off the yoke ! 

That Lodovico Giaffari— 

. My friend! 

That Count Andrea Ercaldi— 

. My brother in arms ! 

. Have collected a formidable army. 
An army! 

Beaten the Genoeſe 


Macl. 
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Wark in rapture.) 
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